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PREFACE- 



' The editor beg» to present to the public 
a correct and. rerised r6priiit of Hay ward 8 re- 
nowned prose -tranalation of Faust by Goethe, 
and hopes it will be well receiyed not only 
by tbe^ friends of English literature but by 
all the admirers of the admirable German 
poet too, : 

, This. reprint is made from the 3<l, much 
improved original edition/ to which the sub- 
signed ^ditor ^ himself contributed some ame- 
liorations daring his residence in London in 
the year 18S7. * 

Ther'e hare been published eleven trans* 
latioQS of Faust in England, but none of 
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them if equal to Hay ward's, who not only ita- 
died oar language in his own country ^-ith all 
the assiduity required for such an undertaking, 
but, travelled through Germany for the purpose 
of informing himself about the opinionof every 
one who could be regarded as an authoiity 
in deciding any dubious point of the poem , as 
that of Mr, Tieck, A. W. Schiegel and many 
others. ^ 



\ 
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Erfurt in Thuringia, 
June !•« 1841. 



LuDWie HlLSBVUBBG. 
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Ye Approach again, ye wavering shapes, vrhich 
once, in the morning of life, presented yourselves to 
my troubled view! Shall I try, this time, to hold you 
fast? t>o I feel my: jMavt stiU inclined towards that 
delusion? Ye crowd apon me! well ^en, ye may jjiold 
dominion over m.e, as ye rise around^ out of vapour 
and jnist. My boSom feels youthfully agitated by the 
magic breath i^hich atmospheres yoor train. 

Ye bring with you the images of happy days, and 
many loved^ shades arise: like to an old half- expired 
Tradition, rises First -love, with Friendship, in their 
company. The pang is renewed ; the plaint repeats the 
labyrinthine maxy course of life, and names the dear 
ones, who, cheated of fair hoars by fortune, have va- 
nished away before me. 

They hear not the following lays — the sonis to 

whom I sang my first. Dispersed is the -friendly throng 

— > the first echo, alas, has died away! My sorrow 

voices itself to the stranger many : their very applause 

makes my heart sick; and all that in other days was 

A 
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gladde&eA by my gong — if stitl living, strnyB ftCAtte- 
red through the world. 

And a yearning* long onfelt, for that quiet pensive 
Spirit -realm seizes me. *n« Jiorerlog even now, In 
half- formed tones, — my lisping lay, like the J£o- 
Han harp. A tremor seizes me: tear follows tear: the 
austere heart Tefls'Itlelf ^r^^ikk siil^and soft. Mliat 
I have, I see as in the distance ^ and what is gone, 
becomes a reality to 
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me In' need arid iiTOulaltoh , '*sa3'{ what 1kt]r|()e^ ii<» <<*ii 
happen to entertain o^ oii> unde'rtSEikfng n^'on 'Q^rfnan 
ground?'.! wish 'very Wch fy pleftife ^erWhu'Ititad^, 
partlcaliirly bccaaise'it'h^e^ and l^ts'ifiiifl.^ Tbcf pcist;!, 
the boards, 'are put op,' and every cTtie looks fofvtard 
to a feast Tliere tlieV ktt already, '^iiiotV ^itb elevir> 
ted browr, and would fain be SetVwondellng; IlntrW 
bo#. tiw ftpteft ^C.'tbtf, pefoyle.is propUia^.$. y^t (have 
■ever J^et<>iA:<pai:l| * dtlewnML ap 9«in^. Tfue* they are 
MotsactMtoweAto tbe\}yesli',,;bttt tifey. hly^ r^a4, a Us^- 
ffihto deal. . How ahall vi^^ifi«ii^ge<it~tii^ all bj^ fresh 
'And iietv,.»fid fileaaine mi inatm^v^^ atonce^ . Tot 
Msuredty 1 like to see tl^e moUUif de« ^l|«il .tlie stref^ 
Mshet tpwitfds onr.hioothf aa4t with; powerfully ^rjr 
peated niiduiatloiis , forc^ itiielf through ikp narro.vjr 
poctal of grace -^ iriieVr in broa4.4ay-lii;]Kt«, »lread^ 
b«Cof« four, thegt «ib«w th«ir way to thejpif^iiij^plaeo* 

A* 
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and risk breaking their neeks' for a ticket as in famfne 
at bakers* doors for bread. It is the poet only that 
works this miracle on people so rarious •— oh! do it 
mr friend , to - day ! 

POET. Oh! speak not to me of that motley mul- 

VeiT'frt)iike=thit lirtAultitii^^^ferfl/^WWtk* us, 
against our will, into th e whir lpool. No! conduct me 
to the quiet, heavenly nook, where alone pur^ enjoy- 

ship, with godlike hand, create iind cherish the bles- 
AH«?,.<^ ,tJ?flJ>ft%''^//^'»v^^K«*^,thwf hath^^j^^from 

.«h»n,<jft,^cc6e.^9g -^ t|ie,,^i;d ,!pomj^nt§ ^way Mya|- 
Ji|>?S. m^^- QjCjf^.onlj wI»en.,U,..has endured ^hrou^ 
iye^^^j<U»/9a.iili,^pp,«t^r, .ii^ perfqptea. fonn. Sviiat/^lii- 
.tersit. 'S^*, ^^,if*f M^ .poment^ .irhat is^ genuine, r^- 

iiwwpjunioju i.9,p^8^teTUy,, ....,.;...„.;„ ,,;.,;,,-,.. 

• ']!ifEttRYSfrA#.i' If X t^mhTjilt'hekt'ti<^tfMt\i a*«lt 
posterity! '^piJy** f <HW«ii''fe 'tirfk' *boair>p4st«ftt^, 
i^ho ttl«A'^ ^Utfld"Vll^k«J'TtiA fbr i^6MMMMniHMll"TI»«t 
ihhy iirW\k«it^^-^ iin'd- tffrgHt ttf U^« if." th^ 'pfeviniDe 
df-a g&HtHit liiJ,'^^^)',)^^ itfW^:^ii<>Mfeiiniig, i flhbmd 
'flfTn^: 1^6'linbW» Mo^f6 Mf^nrt'^hfthstHr (igtUintbt^M*- 
«a \tii)'1i«!¥M(lti^*{frittf(M bj^*p«^al*f>erfi^lrtiB«.*^* H44a^ 
^VtkMh^^ <5rrcl*ii, {<s 'kgtWteUtr'tlKftJJlridWf.cefrtrfhHy. 
fhetf *ao- ^xk*tTy^*fikt 'best-, a*iA»lliaw yWKhh\t vlt :«o^ 
cr^.'''tiet'^^'; '^its-tin tki^r'ilidNitfl^, -aAkMs^nv 
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)o slf4tf>iA4MSa. l(iie, ,irio»i p«vtic«l^ly, !«£ tifece be 
iaMMtf4tM#k''nM^lr«4lwto I««fc2 their «ce»tisit 
ftMlfonS'to <M -Inll'iirxiiiMl^ !#' «t»oi< mt^hm^wmikK&is 

■mat e«ieAMi4fy'i»iclBi *ati MnMiipg <ar Uma^lfw .^te 
brings much, will bring sonclMnc to iriMir'A oney«nA 
iaf4aK« Ml till mm t:-«oi^vkt'i AVjyga givs « puw*>* %ive 
lt*;4tioli«!»4» f(t«QOTij WMi< neb > Ji«skv'>-9n oipinAf 

UMI04. 'NWhjrtiUniito iAiliv^nMsAife li wb<»ie« 'tbe-iwbiks 
Will pnH it't«lpl«tfM.Ait^yQo Mtwlt^nlBlMUng. .: ; 
r i •yPKfl'. Vonfeiill iMt> i^^mmvm ;4>f Mcb ' • bMi* 
4ioMlftr Uo^ little tblatiecones Ihe tilie itrUetf Xbe 
dMbing: ef tlieie fine- ■pMbiy- 1 see, ie«licady - » ntein 

, '..•MA^AOJia. UtocJb.ei refine/ dolsi sot jeodBfy ue 
el nM. ' Jp luuiivbo .ieteiidli t»#miiei!U{»rof erijy best telu» 
eeie M^AeveitAe bcjlfc.ioeft.' . fioeebUn, yon baveaolft 
VflMAJdo-iUfttCf-tteAiMrigr .iloeUimboei ^-foxk *rb wMhif^ 
fnlT WmitoBe:iftliMvtB!*y Mfte&^itbii.i other eoiaoe 
•e4mtoA<teei e* eteriob#«4 UblHy Midi n}uX is worst 
c»ft eil.9 »«i|l.nftB|f • obeeiaiHifcfiajn reeding tbe^ iietrs«-t 
pefOH;'' Asbpie bnnjr/Alsfipeli|d to e«, ee lo jtassqee*^^ 
laiBS, eed ceiibellgr. eelj». wings ove«r stspr The ledieir 
gkelheBiaelvee eed tbsii: iaery/ as s Irest, end p\0$ 
«vUb «» ifilbtatiper* Wbei era jren'tfreseUns abeeft 
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dn your fftMtioikl ]wlgbA7.^1VIIatiiilt'ttfiftllllili«*'».fialt 
house merry? Look cloftdiyi»i>'o|if ittafr^MitiifiUttfif^M. 
tald^fi iHtlf ffftw. ..-Hie jone IqoIhb .ftiMrarfintoA'^tfe ot 
Ovdtf Aftee ibe {day; tlie«ltittr«'4o ]Ai vriU^imi^tum.tkai 

Miljr.glHner,Bi^Mfi4di4:imoliii,i. Midjai*Mifa8«lBtfttk««:!yimr 
c«A<.ii«T.ctr 4>ei.wkle «f«riMirtai»rlu .T^^o»|^iilo nSffM^ 
tli^ t^eo^te).. te ^M)ti«f|ri i Hum' imkaiA . r^- • Wteft:te> fmm 
^f»K]roHf Delight olr paift<9<irj>- . t.-i • t:: ^Litij^f 

r.^^qiiTu': Begittae land .«eelii tfayiell MwthtB aeaaMA. 
11ut.ipoftty<a^*aotby tslivanttiiiy^ t6<«por^ aira9r»ifor>Ahj|« 
aalio ihe! iUgliMt jcfgiitir tfia^. ri(|lit<:af tifeiaft , .n^tUk^J^a^l 
btiehfBtfkwt'laijpon hind -B^q wiiAl mfntJUt^^nHry M$a^ 
By T\-ha£. Jiubdnofti beJeaeof'^.etciBanti^KjIaiiti Met; IK*; 
haiiitfooy;^sfi!hloh>haite.iro«. dvti biflmait, ah4l<«tfck8 
the! w'ori^.ibafllB^agWn' into IU«j.hnrtriWii4i Kfltare; 
ouelessiy . whidiBg , lbrtfl# the-^thceiid'* ■ itntanninilhWi 
length upon the spindle; when the confused JMiHilAdar 
of^cili.-Bcifligd.janfsia* imti^i'tatutmitd hirtli/ ^'tfho, 
HA>- inftising i aoi'iiUiipoveA) tttei eiwr -^^Bblijr^oilithi^i 
d«ries, . Chat U jnofnesKiTliytfiniitally 9 >Who/.oklM «he> 
bMttrldaattoctbe '8oi«nrati«ohsiQtaratiMif>-'Hi>^reUtfetri«r 
toes in ^lotious^cccvdsf lIVlio .'bfiia/tfaft'tanpe^f rigal 
tti^arssihitsa th^ltme^\ni'-k6A>'^oW hi the pmkitr«-siib^ 
rit^ 'tWhb «Qiltteisnon'!the<4oved<one'«>iMtMiaM .bfcai^i 
t«aii«.bli)9«oiiu^g» of tpring^^'M'ho A'r«i||hi<i thmmf^j 
maanihg green 'Ie9>r«» ' latw^ a'jgarlanA' of hbaour Jsrt 
deserts.^f all kfaids? WhoiitoilHri3B.01>-nipHS?>^:a8Sa»; 
oiatos Goda ? ^ Mm'^ FMvdi. Hfeait^ ^in^the.FoQtfc i; /# 



...Jami^BMK/EMptey the8« finij ^oWera then, and 
CMi9siiqq.;|lott!4M«tHMiL»i«Jt8 as vite carries on 4 lo- 
ve** wbicirtave. ! ^ . AteiMttMlr ^iw «|>prohcbe$ , oue 
feeU, one sUys, and little by little oi& gees ehtang- 
}^^:. ./''^«>»V.lH?»'«>»^.*>^««*l«?it.'T^ IbcB^U i« dfstitfflled; 
o^e,, {^ .detjj^hte4« T-, *^i WBe» dietfoM; aidf befotre 

^?.^. »* ^F?f ^ ^f : Mf •!{ ^ «»«f> ' ♦ WWMUce. 1^ :»• atM 
giv«? a pl^jr ii^ ,tW^ .mw^er., Do.JUi^ gffai^. iato^ 4iM. 
tjiick pf iijunan I((;e! ,pveT^;.ope liv«^J^,,mjt» not^ma-^ 
^yj^. jt l^nffw^i. afijl. s«j)i^<^ M }^^^!J^ *viU^:*t jinn-- 
teresting^ Li.m^^ cle*j|i^esa i^ WoOfr lai«e«i^l w*«fct 
fal?»eho^»«t and ^k.jSjf^ark qt tri4bi^tl»i« ,U tbei w&y^Uf^^ 
brew the !.ust Ijquoj., whidi.reCr«6j|ie« aii<|- Rifles' all i 
the .wor.li\. The^ .issismbl^^, ]^^Hth> fiiii^t fUKn'er.t9: 
see your pUy^. and, lUtei^s tq t^<r rej^latt«m. . 7heft> 

e^«'^„,S*f*>f!i^ »??!»***;. f"«*^«4 n»cljMicbo|j.,io^K|5li»«^M/oftj 
ftseir from out your work; then one. wjbMe thj^v^nd 
<^ne Vrhtfe tfliit," is* ^tfrred up; each one sees wli^it^e 
calVleil'hi'M^ h'^UH. They arc as yet e(i|ualiv ready to 
w«*p^Mnd to'iiiligh; tJlej' stilt honour the soaring,, aw\ 
l^liAsed wlW'tlrtJ |^llit«P.' ene who is forpied, tliere 
l*1ko sadl thihg^'as |)reaWin4; one who is forming, will 

atvti<jr« ife sfa^Afcfc"' ' " ' ; ; ■' 

"'Porrr. Theiir ^v'e hi^'afso back again' the tim^s.j 
wM4k I vneytUft ^ilb •still 'roVmlng; when a fountain of' 
cMWded IstH »iVrafl§ tVislily an<f unbrokenJy forth;, 
wheMltafBtii'-venfetf W^ W'otTd before me, — tlic bud, 
stm pfowlstW'mfcfrileiV'wfeen I gathered the thousand 
flowers wht^h ptofaiPely fllled^an the dales! I. liad jio- 
thflig , aDfr yef Mv^ , '— ' We' tbn^ging alief truth , and 



the ple«i^re if» ^elm^nJ ..«tr« pcLihACk/Khtflli^aifiQl- 
ses uiijtam^4, irrj^ ji|ett|Pk,.:.pa|BHlrMigh6'^n»iB^0« 
% energy of ht^e9,,Ui^tWri§l^oO Iw^l^^ 'OM9 mm' 

back, ^ly jQttthl.. iu« / J ..i/'ii J .!• '•' • h<' ' • t 

'MERRYMr A<N< Youth ; 'ftiy ?o4cf 'flrtfefna , yoii ' witit 
iWdeed^ irhen (^«§ iireRS ftMhtrH fn the flghV,— when 
the'toVQiiiwI of'lMi«s <elf«i|; iff til' tiifdottr round yom 
neikf ^ vHiM> IWmi kffar,' ifa^' gitrland of' the swift 
Goorae'foetkon* Aron th^'li^ril-w6n g6at ,' — ' When, af« 
tee'' Ike 4ao^8 viaddeillng i^ftM, dii'e drinks' awJiy'^he' 
nieht carodtliig: But t6 strike the famiflaV l.ffe witli' 
spirit arnd gtatfi, tb* 8we«)i along, With ha^ipy wande- 
rings, towards « Stetf-appolnted aim; — ' that, old' gent- 
lemen, Is >'dtfr'Atity;' and we honour yod'not the less 
am that .liceodnt. Oftf age does not' make childish; 

as oiMl'My; it' ^nfj finds us stilt iis true chililren. 

J. . ' ■ • I. • "I - t 

' yiATfiAGlB,)^, Words enough hfiye betii^ .in^l^jrchan; 

gcd; let me now see deeds «l89. M'hUst ^^ Ar« tvf- 

ning compliments, something ireful ntfty be dAl^. 

What boots it to stand talkinj^ ^o^t b^i^g in . tiU« 

vein? The hesitating nevep is ^c. If yp once gi.v«, 

yourselves out for poets, — command ^oesj. Yon w«il 

know wh%t we want; we woul4,sip string drink --*i|ow 

brew away immediately ! >Yba^ Is .not doipg to-/i«j, 

is not done tQ-morrqw. Ho d^y sl^ould he-wnstsd in 

dallying. iResolution should ^pldAJr 4fiis« th^ ,p<NBsib49 

b^ the forelock at' once. Sli« wllj. tlvw .1^ lflt,U GQ| 

abd works on, because she cannot help iL, . 

You know, upon our Permfn tUff^ OTfTy OM 



tries vHiat he likes. Therefore spare me neittier ^ce- 
nefy nor machinery upon this day.. Use the greater 
and the lesser light of heaven; yon are free to squan- 
der the stars; .there is no want of ^-ater,..fire, rocks, 
heasts, and birds. So tread, in this narrow booth, 
the whole circle of-f^re^otti aad tevel, with consi- 
derate speed, from Heaven, through the World, to 
Hell. 
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PROLOGUE IN HEAVEN. 

v. 

THE LOHD.— THE HEAVENLY HOSTS. Aftennrards 
MEPHISTpPHELES. 

The Three Archtn^cji cQtai forward. 

BAPIfAEti, The Sun chimes in, as e^^er^ with 
the emalous music of his brotlier splicres, amt pur- 
forms his prescribed jouniej with' thuhder- speed. His 
aspect gives strength to the angels, though none can 
fatliom him. Thir^ ibconcetvably sublime WQfks ara 
glorious as on tne. first day^^ 

GAIiUIEL. And rapid, inconceivably rapid, the 
pomp of the earth revolves;' the brightness of paradise' 
alternates with deep, fearful night. The sea foams np 
in broad waves at the dei^ base of the rocks; and 
rock and sea are whirled on in the ever rapid courso 
of the spheres. 

MTCHAEri, And storms are roaring as if in rival- 
ry, from sea to land, from land to sea, and form all 
around a chain of the deepest ferment in their rage. 
"^here, flashing desolation flares before-the path of tk« 



- tt - 

tbm«l«r- irliip. . rB^..4lu m^^s^umfs , l,atd , f espeet the 
mild going of thy day. (,-. ,i. .. ... , - „ . 

THE THRl!U$» ..Tiiy^Mipefft Hgix«s strwgtfi itor tli«^ 
aDgels, tiiougli ■Qikt,!;^!! 'ffilihopi.tlier^ Md itliitiiri fab- 
lime works are glorious asr^v tbe Irst.diqr.' . .. . i 

' •'''MEWfl!rt'Oftt»t^Sv'Si<ice,' LoVdj'^W 4^^4Mach 
cMte^lr^iiV anii 1iii|urre* li6%V l9iiR^'«r<< gotkig'Mf' With 
««;;. 1i«f^ -^btf :'6UitJr' Vc<ra'^loi)^ Srfjce iiiH; ' 4i^t^<^&s«d ^tb' 
il<^^*ke'r^ tfefk'ort^is'it tkik ytAi seeiU« ttlso^hitm^t 
^l>M"iirtter^^Ettttoii^'i^e, 1 canffof talfe'fliiei ft«t'tlif«ruiil' 
tile v^lkot« 'cfrciti slko^ -<^y icofn ini' te«. iifjir'^aflkM' 
WdulA eer^Vlil^ taafte' y^ IfrofgliS' lisd V^ tiiot ifeft'tJIT 
laughing. '1 lutve nothing to say Wout's^^'aiid'WMldfli' 
r^iH^ iiifaVK hbw iil4^ are ''plk^g tl^eiki^dlWs. - The 
iMcf gbif or^He 'Wtfrld con^^Att^s ^ ewt (^ fh^ 'same 
diiaiii|y, mdMtf '4i<''(fU<! as tin ^ fti^r da^.' K^ ^^eillt^ 
lead a somewhat 1}^6r ItlRe' dfli b^^t yow not giV«i# 
MM a^iTH^eHfiig dfliesiVk^s 'fight. ' iTe ' ^hfEs' irtea- 
li'dtt', IJijd^fl^es 'It'thily to'bW Ae'mttst'firtfCiir of M>die9/ 
He seems to me, with your Graces' l^'itft, llk^' otf« 

Mld'^^'iMidii^kt Hr'Hflf^V'a^ai'iftt^ft^^iVi^ iis-bi<r<s^it((' 

In the grass; — and w^oM flUtil'fiVitiU'b'ut I^^aliiAA^ 
IV^Htf '%f^ky ' '^ i!kmk^'^^ no^ Aitof iiery pttAAia. 

.li«i_L >.;» { «. f T^tj .« .' :» I«<id T»/'«n " .l i •jo'i .T.f{; 
THE LORD. Haye yon notliing else .to say to mat 

Are you always .cominSifor no other nitrposc than to, 

conpl<l|n^ Is nothinj^ cvef toujour ^kiiii^^iQn^^ljtii? 

t^Mm \'. miM»bl/,b«4 . BCeft> ,, dHJ thcie ill^A.o f^^detr 
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chfidfkMi , nove ill j -^ t^^ '^^^ ^' Httf^kl f liiVc p4^ifMk 
heart to torment the poor things.' <- .^ <-> <>*-•. !''i 

* -SfBP(ti||}tOI>i»rifi<« >Vh>s <D«ctctttt > -'^ '-iv'ii^: 
THE LO1I0.3 My"ser¥«ntf " ' ' »«» ''^ •' ''"il 
. ?HPJPUOTPHHEl,E3, Verll;^.! >.fc^ ^i^t^;^ j^.j^fter 
% f^^Mpn^ of bU, Qvi^. Ih^ fooi'a moaf /^ld„4)Iink. ^^^ 
Qc^ wf-yvilV; ThfiMf<5rff«}pt pjC.his.^iMf^llfPpif^ pjm i^j, 
\fArd9,thK X»r MViix.. ,U9 Jtuiyself ^s. {itil^.q^DScij^iVVB^tt 
liifc m »r^H^tfts. Qf>eav«A,'7-, he 4em«fl49'li^ ,W»h|^H 
%tfix9i aiMl uf earth 't Its ev^^ lfigbf!«^ «q$f9:ime9tii 
W4 pH th^.M^f^ »H »U. th^, fur, f^mU^nf^ l»o* .Wa 
d««|iijr^g|ti4«4-hr«;A«t. . .....;. ,.,. .,( 

Tlill X^Onjx AJWio.iigjh ^^ 4q^ )^^i ^nkxt^ i)0^ |i^ 
Mffpl^V^ PfiW^ I 8|««U. »9om Jie^d J^l»,..il^q.lij||f^^ 
>yheQ tbo tre«^bifihit th«^ g^di;ner>|(p9iy9,t)iiV^,blQ3#9flV 
f|i4.fruiA n;U(.t1eck the .CjOipji^g 3rMI»., i,. ^ . 

.^ ^IpPHniTOVHKUJE}^. \y'hat win jpn v^*gti? yoa 
shall, i«84» kjn yet if }om give ma l^ave to g«i4? l||||i 
*Wl*tIj wy 9>Y.n/iva>. . . j ■ . 

. TH£ ^oj94)„ ^ lopg.a^Jie. lives. up.fn th« «i^„ 
•q long h© it Jiok.tiv(i^f4d^^, to %e,, jUanls li^We tp^ 
<jrrvf, .whilst Ilia stnusgliq l»sts„ f ., .„,, ^, 

i:|EVf^lST0P^lf;i^8» lam,«i«:h oh\ig«d ta.><wi/or, 
that; for I have never had any fancy for the dead. 
ritke plump, iTresh cheeks' the best. I am not at home 
to ^ corpse. I am like the cafivlth the mouse.' 

' TBE LO)RD. ' Enough,' it is permitted thee. ' tlf. 
v«ftlfais tplrit *oln hto bclifharMlitee « abtf libair'fcim, 

thoa caB«t^e«isci'htai,e *iiWn 4m tlQr 'iwn f atl^wU^^ 



thee. Aod stnnd abashed , when thou art compelled 
to own — a good man, in his daA strivings, maj 
•till be conscious of the right waj. 

MSPHI8TOPHELB8. Well, well, — only it will 
not last long. I tfy 4<M hf a|| in'j^ain for my wager. 
Shonld I succeed, excuse my triumphing with my whole 
soul. Dust shall he eat, and with a relish, tike my 
consin, the renowned ^spp^v^i ^ 

THE LORD. There also you are free to act as 

"tW* mi:''^thM ttevjtt Ifittfd'the ttlte o^yimJ '^f «il 

the spirits that deny, tfi<i' S^olfef ii Hie least offensive 

^,W^^ . 1Vm)!« 4c4l«ity js. all $«« pv^piB io .ftvmpsr : he 

Iilflon»«<iis<f%ii4:,of ji|icoii4itioj9ii|.^fP^s«f I a||^4l|er^9|ie 

.gisd ^ glv4> bim n comp^nioiiy .whp(.»tiri.an4,;W9r^, 

•114 ffi4at*.a«.d&vU, be (loii|g*.;i9i|^.)'e,.t|ie t^ tfiU- 

4i«pi',»f< llAftren., ri^ift^ li\ Ahe , lining' profu^oa . «f 

Jiei^ttty. The er<}aiMve os«eoce, which vifoiks and, lives 

^oQgh all^mej.embracf you li^Ubiw theht^py bonnds 

^f.loywiaad.iKpiM'hpvers in cbangefMl seeming, do ya 

ifi«.,finn wUh.iivsrtastiog.thoJsghts. (Htarea defM* tM 

» . ||£|*j^i^i^yU£LE8.«1oaf | llhe.^to see the Anci- 
oatpnt opfifsional^,;«n4 take'care not to break, with 
bill.. Itiis cnalf^ <iivH ^n so gr^^t a Lotrd, to speak ao- 
bindlji wilb.tb«0«vU.4tiai8elf. ..., . : 

•• • ■ • •■ -"I -' '■: ' J .'j j'l ,;.f ■: i '. ■ .'. 
•'• . • ' . ' i. ...... ? v • •• • I. - 

'i> .' . « / -J '• I' ' . . ■ ••*• Ii .{•/... t 
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Ni6HT. 



. ...• •-. •: ..i«d rc»MfM.«l Wi dv<k.t ' . • • -^ .jj; 

FAtrrr, -^*- H«vo ^oiv;< ufas, 'by 'sealtfiiif ext^lMl, 
thoroOgMy lAast^reA pbil««»t9iiy, tlie juWst^s emft^'^Hiia 

1 stand; t^bor fool that IkUi,' just M wise ari 1k>for«. 
I am Cadcd' Master, ufei- a Ad Doetor, and hare n»Vir 
for nleafly foir jeaH been leading my' pupils abotft*^ 
trp and'dftffrn, cre'ASttays and crooked ivays -^ by the 
nose; 'and see that ive cim know notbing! This it Is 
tlrat iilmofft burns up the hearf wlliiln Me. T)ru« 'I 
am cleverer than all the solemn triflers- •« doetolnK, mil- 
iteV^, WTiterti, and pi^esls: Xo doubts ndr scruples of 
any «brt trouble me; I lear neither hell hot the d^fH. 
For this very reason is all joy torn from vkt. I no IM»- 
ger fancy 1 know anything worth kndwlhg; I no lon- 
ger fancy I could teach anything po better and convert 
mankind. Then' I have. neithec land nor money, nor 
honour and rank In the world. No dog would like to 
live so any longer. I have tliercfore devoted myself 
to magic — whether, through the power and- voice of 
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Ike fiplritt 'muif 'a- my&Uiry>m/li^ IMI hlteoflie' kiioWn 
to Die; tfait I'Mtff no YoBi$«r; with blttersweiitf' be ^• 
'l^eilto »pkA *twhiA'% do not knotr? that I may 
temn wbatitls tht«t faoli» tfae'WArld't(y«;«thtirin Its'In- 
Mo^core^iBee iitl the bpHiijl(lPbiid «^ft of iiro^iiiKlioi*, 

'oliVWoafd that Ihou, ratliant ' moonlight, wert look* 

big for the last time upon my misery; thou, for whom 

if hare sai watching so many a midnigKit at this desk; 

then, over books and papers, niel,ancho1y friend, didst 

thott appear to me ! Oh ! tliat I might wander on the 

mountain - tops in thy loy^d light — hover with, spirits 

round U)e mountain caves — flit over the iields in thy 

I 

glimmer, and disencumbered from all th« fumes of 
knowledge, bathe myself sound in thy dew! !* 

Woe is-pne! am I still pjeiin«)i| up. In IPito 4aiigeoirT 

— accursed y musty, walled, holei. T,v(kve rWtn tfa» 

preciqoB li(^t of he^kv^n, bfeaki a|0|ifiifiilly thiwigli 

p^tinted p»iies, stinted by. this li^|i,ofb«9ks,-^wiii€fi 

w omift e»t -— dust, begriwe;^ -rr. wi||^)|,, . up .to . t^- wety 

top of tb^ vault, ^ sin9kersai«ar«f| -paper sneompav 

»es; wittL glasses snd boKes. ranged c<iuiid« witli lft» 

•triiineiiftf/pi{ed<viptQn.All sides, aB«««t«M Ittinber staC^ 

fed in with the rest? This is thy, world, sa4 ft.pi0» 

And' ^st thtfii Btm bsk, why tby li^rt INittefs so 
o>nfla«d^r in thyboBoiRi7'^Whys'vigQe Aching des* 
e*ns vritbin tkee ffv«fy 'itffMni: prin^le of ltr«r — III* 
^Ad oT tlk<e aninttCtd ndtare, for 'Wilicli «od mad^ viso 
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and d^94 v»^^% t^ne^i'ln-iMioke iiiHL«aitld.> . >•.. 

. Vpl fttv%y!N|u|.|ntt| t^e ivUle.WQrAd) Aii4*rtiUt 
myaicffiouR hQ^ki^iw^m Wv9tnMma^ ofv«t htedf itoJt 

course of.4i« t^iirVi •»<! y. wtbi|ni nuAim . Inaf Wftn. tfc— , 
the soul's essence tlien lises up. to thee, as one .spirit 
speaks to- ailother. Vain! that dull pofin^^bei^e ex- 
pounds the holy .signs to thee! Ye are hovering, y» 
. Spirits , near me ; anstver me , if 3-ou hear. 

(He operts the hook and ptrce^vcs the fign of t^e 
Macrocoim.) 

Ah! what rapture thrills all at once through all 

mr senses at this sight! 1 feel a fre$h, hallowed liff)- 

joy, Dew-glonfaig, shoot through nerve and vein* Was 

it a god that traced these signs? — which still the 

stoHfr -^Itliiil ta6,' All my poor heart with gladness, 

•Md'^' by a ilv^sttcai tnsptration, vnveH the fibbers' of 

•tiatavfe all attynltS' ine-. Am I a t|od? All gfows io 

'bvl^tf i'wt^i ifl tliese-^are lined, nature h«r$6lr 

tvfyrkfli^ ttiWy sbul^a pthietice. l^ow for the first tlriio 

<4o I eMKdlV«f •kvtml tli«r sageValtib, '-^ ,',1116 splrit- 

i¥oM Is iiot eferfed. Thy siinse Is slrut,' thy heart tit 

-Mm1> ^^ Mdlyt«! bathe, tMim^ ihy tfarthly brealt 

-te^tbfelMlirDiiifif^tftd.**' 

(He eoBlem^t«'f Ott ^i^.) ' 

. .H«iv. a^..|?|H»f»f M^K. iii4P 'til» whvitt 4 «knft ..ff orkt 

jind U v«a . in. . .tha A q^hei./ / How ksai'snJy . ia41ii«»«i^ ^^ 

jQIVKLanil i4eacf9|i„ #iid «nwb muk otlicr tba «»td<ii 

bttcketf t r* fln'bl»M*fxh4iBi»' P to* W Mt V^^^ fii^A 
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bes^en through>eMtb, all ringing hftrmoniouslj through 
the All. 

Wfiat a show! hat ah! a show ooljr! Where shall 

I a^tze thee, infloite nautrti? Ye breasts, where? jt 

^sources of all life, on which hang heaven and earth, 

towards which the blighted breast presses — ye gush, 

re suckle , and am T thus languishinj; in tain? 

(Hb tiirnf over the Look indignantlj, ^aad seei the tlga 
of tbe Spirit of flie Earth.) 

How differentlj thi;s sign affects me! Thou, Spirit 
of the Earth, art nearer to me. Already do I feel my 
(energies exalted, already glow a;^,with qaw wine; Ifeel 
courage to venture into the world; to, endare earthly weal, 
earthly woe; to wrestle with storms, and stand un* 
shaken mid the shipwreck's crash. ~~ Clouds- thickea 
over me; the moon pales her light; the lamp dies . 
away ; exhalations arise ; red beams flash round my 
head; a cold shuddering flickers down from the vaul- 
ted roof and fastens on me! I feel it — thou art flit- 
tins round me, prayercoropelle4 Spirit. Unveil thyself! 
Ah! what a tearing in mj heart •— all my senses are 
op- stirring to new sensations! I feci my whole heart 
surrendered t6 thee. Then must •— • thou must ! should 
it cost me my life, 

(He fcizo* the book and ^renoooces, mystically the sisn 
f)f the Spirit. A red flAine.flafhejk iipf the SPISIT 
•pprari in the flame.) 

> • 

SF^IRIT. \|'ho..ealJ8 fbz m« ? ~ 

FAUST (cTevtijis baa fare.) Hoiflble Tlsioa ! 

B 



, _ IB — 

St*rRtT. Thoa hast . compelled me hidier, hj dlat 

df long sucking at my sphere. And now — 

TAUST. Torture! I endare ffaee not 

SPIRIT. Thou, prayest, panting, to see me, to 
hear my roice, to gaze upon my face. Thy powerful 
invocation works upon me. I am here! What a piti- 
ful terror seizes thee, the demjgod! Where is the 
soars calling? Where the breast, that created a world 
in itself, and upbore and cherished it? which, with 
tremors of delight, swelled to lift itself to a level 
with us, the SplritSL W'hereart thou, Faust? — whose 
vo4ce rang to me, who pressed towards me with all 
bis energies? Art thou be? thou, who, at the bare 
irereeption of my breath, art shivering through all the 
d«pth» of life, a trembling, writhing worm? 

FAUST. Shall I yield to thee, child of fire? I am 
be, am Faust, thy equal. 

SPIRIT. In the tides of life. 

In the storm of action., . . 

1 am tosseJ up and down« 
1 drift hither and thither. 
Birth and grave. 
An. eternal sea, 
A changeful weaving* 
A gtowffig Hfe — 

Thus I worli: at the whizzing loom of tine. 
And weaye the living clothing of the Deity. 
^ FAUST. Bvsj spirit t thou who sweepest round 
tll^ wide wofjdt hmf near 1 leti to theei 
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SPi'RiT. Tboa art nuite dot the spirit vrbom tboa 
Coneelvest, not for me. (Tb« Spirit vani bet.) 

F AUST^colUpftag. I9ot for ^ee ! For whom flien? 
I, the teage of the Deitr^ and not mate for even 
thee! (A knocking at the door.) 

Ob, death 1 I know it: that is mj amanuensis. M.t 
fairest fortune Is turned to nought. That the unidea d 
groveller must distarb this fulness of visions! 

(^VAGNXR tnteri in hif drettiag.gvwa and night- 
cap, with a lamp in hia baad. FAUST tarM 

runnd in 41tplea8iire^) 

"WAGNER* Excuse me — I hear jou declaiming; 

yoa -were surely reading, a Greek traf edy. ' I should 

like to fmprOTe myself in this art, for now- a- days 

it influences a good deaL I have often hetrd say, a 

. player might instruct a priest 

FAUST. Yes , when the priest is a pisjer, as may 
likely enough come jto pass occasionally. 

WAGNEB, Ah I wlken a man is So confined to his 
Study, and^Ardly' sfees Ute W4irl8 of a holyday ^ hard- 
ly through a telescope, only firom nfar •— Jbcfw is be to 
lead it by perstiasionf 

FAVSir If Torn do not feel U, y«u will not get it 

by hiiDting for iU — if it does ant gnsh from 4b« soul, 

and'subdite thio hearts of nil bearsxs with original 4»» 

light Sit at It- foe ever -« glue togethM -^ cook np a 

kuh £r<im the feast of others^ and blow tb« paltry fla* 

aes «ut of your own little heap of aaUes! You may 

Miua ti&o iidiiPU%ti°tt of cbiidr^ ^d apes, if ^a li»ve 
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a fltomaeli for 'it; bttt yon will never touch the hearts 
of others , if It does not ilow fresh Crom jour own. 

WAONBB. Bat it is elocutioD that makes the ora- 
tor's saccess. I feel well that I am still Cu behind 
hantY. 

FAtrST. Try what can be got by honest means — 
Be no tinkling fool ! — Reason and good sense express 
themselves with lUtle art. And wlien you are serious- 
ly intent on saying something, is it necessary to 
hunt for words? Your speeches, 1 say, which are so 
highly polished, in which ye crisp the shreds of hu- 
manity, are unrefreshing as the mist-wind which 
whistles thrjQugh the withered leaves in autumn.^ 

WA&N£U* Oh, Godl.arjtis long, and our life is 
short. Often ipdeed^ during my qritical studies, to I 
•uflfer both In head and heart. How hard it is to 
compass ^he Qieaiis by which one mounts to the foun- 
tain-head; and before he has got half way, a poor 
deril ntust probably die! 

. FAUSX. Is parehiiient the holy well, a drink ttom 
which alUy>s the thirst for ever? Thou hast not gained 
the cordial , if it gushes not from thy nwn soul. 

WA<^K&R. E3:Giise me! H is a grest pleasnre to 
transport OBcTs-s^f Into the spirit of the times; to «eo 
how a wiso than has thought before us >, and to what 
t gloTiofis height we have at -last carried it. 

J^AUST. Oh, yes, far up to the rery stars. My 
friend, the past ages are to ns a book with soTtn 
seals. VfiM you term the spirit Of tho times, ts at 



— .21 — 

bottom only yonr own spirit, In which the times are 
Teflected. A miserable eiihibition, too, it freqoeutlj 
Is ! One runs away from it at the first glance ! A dirt- 
tub and a lamber->oom! — and, at best, a puppet- 
show play, with fine pragmatical saws, such as may 
happen to sound well in the mouths of the puppets I 

WAGNER. But the world! the heart and mind of 
man! every one would like to' know something about 
that 

FAUST* Aye, what Is called knowing! Who da- 
res call the child by Us trae name? The few who have 
ever known any thing about it, who sillily enougb did 
not k«ep a guard over thei^ full hearts, who revealed 
what they had felt and seen to the multitude, — these, 
time immemorial, have been crucified and burned. I beg, 
friend — the night is far advanced — for the presetftt 
we must break off. 

WAONER. I could fain have kept waking to con- 
Terse with yoQ so learnedly. To-morrow, however, 
the first day of Easter, permit me a question or two 
more. Zealously have I devoted myself to study. True, 
I know muchi but I would fain know all. 

(KkiI.) 
FAUST, alone. How all, hope only quits not the 
brain, which clings perse veringly to trash, — gropes 
with greedy hand for treasures, and exults at finding 
e»rth - worms 1 

Dare sack a human voice sound here, where all 
ttoond a« toeaed with spirits? Yet ah, thi^ once I 
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thank thee, thou poorest of ad the soni of earth. 
Thou hast snatched me from despair, which had weii- 
ni'^h got the better of sense. Alas! the Tision tvas so 
giant- great, that I felt quite shrunk Into a dvrarf. 

I, formed in God's own Image, who already thooght 
iQvseif near to the mirror of eiernal truth; who re?el- 
led. In heaven's lustre and clenrnoss, with the varth- 
|v part of me stripped off; I, more than cherub, ^whose 
free spirit already, in its imaginative soarings, aspired 
to glide through nature's veins, and, in creating, enjoy 
the life of gods 7- how must I atone for itl a thuod^c- 
word has swept me wide awny. 

I dare not presume to mate myself with tiiee. If 
I have possessed the power to draw thee to me, I had 
,Do power to hold thee^ In that blest moment, I felt 
se little , so great ; you fiercely thrust me back open 
the uncertain lot of humanity^ Who will teach me ? 
What am I to shuii ? Must i obey that impulse ? Alas ! 
our actions, equally witk oar sufferings, clog the 
course of oar lives. 

Something foreign, and more foreign, ts ever ding- 
ing to the noblest conception the mind can form. 
When we have attained to ^e good of this world, 
what is better Is termed falsehood and vanity. The 
glorious feelings which gave us life, grow torpid la 
the worldly throng. 

If phantasy, at one time, on ^darliig wingf and full 
of hope, dilates to intini^, — a liCtU space U now 
enough for her, when Tentufe a^ter t^nljira bat been 
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«rrack«d te 4lie whirlpool of time. Care stralghtwft/ 
boifdf bet aest in tbe deptii^ af the heart, hatches va- 
gue, tortures there, rocks herself restless!/ , and frigh- 
tens joy and peace away. She is erer patting on some 
nevr iMMk; she maj appear as house ilnd land, as 
wife and child, as fire, water, dagger, poison. Ton 
tremble hefore all ttiat does not befall jou , and must 
be always wailing what you never lose* 

I am not like the heavenly essences; I feel it but 
too dteplif. t am like the worm, which drags itself 
trough tiie dust, — which, as it seeks its living in 
the dost, {• crushed and buried by the step of the 

passer— by. 

_ , « 

Is it not dust? all that in a hundred shelves con- 
tracts this lofty wall — the frippery, which, with its 
thousand forms of emptiness, crtfnips me up in this 
world of moths ? Is this the place for finding what I 
want? Must I g^o on reading in a thousand books, 
that men have every where been miserable, that aoyr 
and then there has been a happy one. 

Thou, hollow acnll, what mean*st thou by thaiC 
grin ? but tfiat thy brkin , like mine ', was once bewlK 
de^ed, — sought the bri^^t day , and , with an ardoMt 
longing after truth, went aMsex»bly astray in the twi>> 
light? 

Te instruments, too, forsooth, are mocking me, 
with y«DT wheels 4i»d cogs, cylinders and collar)!. I 
stood at the gate^ ye were to bt the key; true, your 
iTWd0 are tadamty twitted » but you talte not the 
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bolt. In8cratabl« at broad day« nature doe! not suffer 
herself to be robbed of h(9 ireUi and wbat she does 

N 

not choose to reveal to tfajr mind) thou wilt not wrest 
from Ler hy levers and screws,. 

Thou , antiquated lumber, which I ha^e neirer used, 
thou art here only because m}^ father had- occasion 
for you. Thou, old roll, hast been growtDg smoke' 
besmeared since the dim lamp first smoaldered at this 
desk. Far better would it be for me to have squan- 
dered away the little I possess, than to be sweating 
here under the burthen of that little. To possess what- 
thou hast Inherited from thy sires, enjoy it. What one 
does not profit by, is an oppressive burden; what tike 
moment brings forth, that only can it profit by. 

But why are my loolis fastened on tfiat spot: Is 
that phial there a magnet to my eyes? Why, of a sod- 
den, is all so exquisitely bright, as when tlie moon- 
light breatlies round one benighted in the Wood? I 
hail tliee, thou precit>us phial, which 1 now take down 
with reverence; in thee 1 honour the wit and art of 
man. Thou abstraction of kind soporific juices, thou 
eoBcentratton ef all refined deadly essences, vouchsafe 
thy master a token of thy grace! I see thee , aiid the 
pang is mitigated; I grasp thee, and the struggle aba* 
ics; the spirit's flood- tide ebbs by degrees. I am 
beckoned out into the wide sea ; the glassy wave glit- 
ters at mj feet; another day invites to other, shores. 
A chariot of fire.\vaves, on light pinions, down to me. 
I feel prepared to ii^rmeate the realms of space, on a 
new track, to new spheres of pure activity* This sob- 
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lime exisUnfitj this gad-^Hke beatHuite! And thou, 
trorm as thoa vrett but now^ dost thou merit it? Aje, 
only resolutely turn thy buck on the lovely sun of this . 
earth I Dare to tear up. die gates which 6iich wil- 
lingly slinks hy ! Kow is the time to show by deeds 
that man's dignity yields not to God's subiimily, t- 
to quail not in presence of that dark aliysfl^in 'which 
i»hftntasy damns, itself to its own torments — 1» stmg- 
g|e onwards to that pass , round whose nairrow month 
alMIell is flaming; calmly to resoive upon, the step, 
even at the risk of dropping into nothingness. 

Now conie down^ pure crystal goblet, on which 
I have not thought for many a year, — forth from your 
old ^receptacle ! You glittered at my fathers* festivi- 
ties; you gladdened the grave guests, a^ one pledged 
you to the other. Tire gorgeousness of the many art- 
fully-wrought images, — die drinker's duty to explain 
them in rhyme, and empty the contents at a fraught, 
•^ remind me of many a night of my y^outh. I shall 
not now pass you to a neighbour: I shall not now 
display my wiC on youf devices. "Here is a juice which 
toon intoxicates. It fills your cavity with, its brown 
flood. Be this last draught — which I have brewed, 
which I choose — qualTed, with my whole soul, as a 
•olemn testal greethig to the mom*. 

(He placet the goblet t<i his moalh. ) 
(Th« riagisf Qf belle fitd araging oP' clxorutAeti) 

CHORUS OF ANGELS. 
Christ is arisen ! 
c Joy to the mortat* 
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\\'lioBi the corruptiiif;, 
Creeping , kereditarj 
IniperfecttQOS eoveloiMsd. 

FAUST. What deep humming, wliaf clear vtrafn, 
draws itresfstibiy the goblet from my month ? Ar« ye 
hollow- sounding 'bells already proclaiming the first 
festirl ho4ir of Easter ? Are ye chorusses already 
•Ingfng the comforting hymn,- which once, round the 
night of the sepulchre, pealed forth, from angel Ups, 
the assurance of a now covenant ? 

CHORUS OF WOMEN* 
With spices 
Had we embalmed him; 
We, his faithful ones. 
Had laid him out. 
Clothes and bands 
Cleanlily swathed we round; 
Ah! and we find 
Christ no longer here ! ^ 

CHORDS OF AKGiSLS. 

Christ is arisen! 

Happy the loving, oae , 

Who the afflicting, ' 

Wholesome and "chasteniag 

Trial has stood! 

FAUST. Why, ye keaveaij tones, tnbduUig and 

Soft, do you seek me out in tiie 4a*i:? Peftl out, 

where weak men are to be fovad ! I hear the message, 

but want faith. Uiraclfi it the p«t child of Csith, 



] i!are not aspire to those sphere* from whence the 
glad tidings sound; and jet, accastomcd to his sound 
from infiincy, it even now calls me hack to life. In 
other days, the kiss of heavenly love descended upon 
me in the solemn stilness qf the S.lbbath; tlien tlie 
fnti -toned hell sounded so fraught with mystic mea* 
ntng , and a prayer was burning enjoyment. A lon- 
ging, incoQceivablj sweet, drove me forth to wander 
oyer wood and plain , and amidst a thousand burning 
tears , I felt a world rise up to me. This anthem har- 
bingered the gay sports of youth, the unchecked hap- 
piness of spring festivity. Recollection now holds qie 
back, with childlike feeling, from the last decisive 
0tep. . Oh! i^ound on, ye sweet heavenly strains! The 
tear Is flowing , earth has me again. 

CHORUS OF pi8CIPL£5« 

The Buried Oney 
Already on high, 
Living, sublime, 
Has gloriously raised himself! 
He is, in reviving -bliss, 
IVear to creating joy. 
Ah! on earth's bosom 
^ Are we for suffering here! 
He left us, his own. 
Languishing here below I 
Alas ! we weep over. 
Vaster, thy happy lot! 
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CHORtTS OF AKGlSTiS, 

i 
Christ is arisen 

Out of corruption's lap.. 

Joyfully teat yourseke* 

Loose from your bonds! 

Ye, in deeds giving praise to hinip 

Love manifesting; f 

Living bretlircn-like, 

^ Travelling and preaching' him ^ 

Bliss promising — ^ 

You is the Master nigh, 

For you is he here ! 
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BEFOR& THB GATEL 



Promenaders of all kiods pass owt 



SOME MECnANICS. lIVTiy that way? 

OTHEB3. We arc goAtg up to the Jagerhaits.- 
. THE ?:oitMBI|. But Tre are gQin£ to (the mU(. 

A MECHANIC. I adTise you to go to the WaS- 
•erJ^of, ^ 

* A SECOND. The road Is not pleasant 

THE O^HERa, What shall loji do ? 

A THIRD. I am going with the others. 

A FOURTH. Come up to Burgdorf ; yon are thcra 
sure of finding the prettiest girls and the' best l)eer, 
and rows of the first order. 

A FIFTH. Ton wild fellow, Is your skin itching 
for the third tltne? I dont like going there; I have a 
Jtbtror of the place. 

B'EiiVAKT aiRIi« Tioi no, 1 shuU return to the 
town. 

AHOT^ER We shall 'fihd him to a certainty by 
those poplars. 

. THE FIRST. 11iat>Js no.grsat galii f<nr nm* He 
will w«U» §y- rowaUe« ^ With yoo »l«iie dcfes be danee 
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upon tlie gteeiu What have I to do with your plea- 
sures ? 

THE SECOND, He Is sare not to be alone to • 
day. The carlyhead, he said, irould be with him., 

STUDENT* . The davil 1 haw the brave wenches 
fitep cue; come along, brother, we must go with them. 
Strong beer, stinging tobacco, and a girl in fall trim, 
«— that now ia my taste* . 

CITIZENS' DAUGHTERS. Now do but look at 
those Gne lads! It is really a shame. They might have 
the best of coApanv, and are ruhning aftet these 8er-> 
vant - girls. 

SliWNB STUDENT TO THE FIRST.' Not ^6 fast! 
there are two comftig dp belkind ; they are fritAif dress- 
ed out. One of them is my neighbouri I luve a ^feat 
liking for tlie girl. ' they are talking !n their tjuiet 
way, and yet will suffer us to join tiiem in the end. 

THE FIKST. No, brother. I do not like to be 

•onder restraint. Quick, lest we lose the game. The 

hand that twirls the mop on a Saturday, will' fondle 

you best on Sundays. ' ^ • 

',''•• ■ ■ ' I- ■ 

TOWNSMAN. No, the new B^ursomaster is not 
to my taste; now that he has become so« he is d^ilj 
Qcitinf h4)id^;.xuid .what is be doing for the ttfwn? 
Is it I not growing worse every day? One is obU^edi 
to. submit to xno^^ iMtra^^ots^tban e¥^, aad ftay siore 

than in any time before. 

• .• • 

/ 'BBG<iA> «fck99. •ICt.goffd geutlefliea, ft Jottety la* 
dlM^- s«.tciatr drMM4Mil'WBy.etetke4,'k^>l8a««d 
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to look upon me, io regari and relieve my vrants. Do 
not suffer me to sing here iri tain. The free-handed 
only is light- hearted. Be the day, which is a holiday 
to all, a hardest -day to me. 

ANOTHER TOWNSMAN. I know nothing better 
on Sundays and holidays than a chat of war and war's 
alarms, when people are figliting , behind, faraway 
In Turkey. A man stands at tlie window, takes off 
his glass, and sees the paiated vessels.^^lide dowo 
the river; then returns home glad at heart at eve , and 
blesses peace and times of peace. . 

THIRD -TOWNSMAN. Aye,' neighbour, I have.no 
objection to that; they may break one another's heads, 
and turn every thing topsy turvy, for aught I care; 
only let thitigs at home remain as they. are< 

AN OLD WOMAN TO-TflB CiWlZBNS* DAUGH- 
TERS. Hey dey-: how ^mart 1 th« ^etty young creatu- 
res. Who would not fail iq lov« y^Hh you? Only not 
so proudly it fs all very M^etll;, and vfhti jon wish, I 
should know how to put yon in the .way «/ getting. 

CITIZEN'S DAUGHTER. 9»me /^long, Agatha. 
I take care not to be seen with such v«utches i;i p.ub> 
Jic; true, on Sain^ Andrew*s'ete^ she showed me my 
fhture sweetheart in flesh and blood. 

THE OTHER. She showed me mine in the. glasf,, 
soldier- like, with other bold fellows; I ipok,j|romi4« 
I seek him every wjiere, but I ca^ ii(frer fne^ with 
him. /<. . J . '.• 
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SOLDIER, 
- Towns with lofty 

WaUs and battlements » 
Maiduns with proud 
Scornful thoughts, 
I fain Tv'ould win, - 
Bold the adventure, 
Keble the reward. 

•rAnd ^e tramTiets 
Are our samuiOBers 
As to joy- 
So to dcatU. 
That is a storming , 
That is a life for you I : , 

^ Matdens and towns 

Jtfust surrender. 

Bold the. adrenturct 
• Ift>bl6 the reward — • 
And tbe^ soldiers 
Are off. •• • ' 

FAUST and WAGNER* 

FAtJST. Blver and rivulet are fre^ from Ic? by 
the gay quickening glance of the spring. Th^ joys of 
hope are budding in the dale. Old winter, in bis 
vrekkness^ fraS retreated to the bleak mountains; from 
thf^ee he sends, in his flight, notliing but impotent 
skoWers of ^ailV ttk flakes, over the green - grotring 
mMdowSt ~Bat tli« 6ao endures no white. Prodactfon 



— 33 — ' 

and growth ar« erary wktre stiFring; h« is about to 
enliven everj tbiqg with colourf. Tbo landscape wants 
flowera; he takes gaiiy r dressed~men and women in* 
stead. Turn and loolc back from this vising ground 
open the town. Forth from the gloomj portal presses 
a motley crowd. Every one suns himaelf so willingly 
to-day. Tliey celebrate the rising of tlie ,Lord« for thsy 
themselves , have arisen ; — • from the damp zooms of 
mean houses, from the bon4|tge of mechanic*! drud* 
gery, from the confinement of gables and rooCs^ from 
the stifling narrowness of streets, from the venerable 
gloom of churches, aje they raised a]i to the «p«n light 
of day. But look, look! how (|Bickiy the mass scat- 
ters itself through the gardens and ields; bow the ri- 
Ter, broad and long , tosses many a merry bark upon 
its surface, and how this last wherry, overladen al- 
most to sinking, moves off. Even fkom the farthest 
paths of the mountain, gay -coloured dresses glance 
npon us. I hear already the bustte of the village; this 
is the trae heaven of the multitude; big and little are 
buzxaing joyously. Here, \ am a man here, I may be 
one* - - " 

WAGNBIU To walk with .you. Sir Doctor^ is ho- 
nour and profit. But I would not 'Ui^e myself alone, 
because'! am an enemy to coarseness of everj sort. 
Fiddling, shouting, skittle- playing, %ft sounds tho- 
roughly detestable to me. People run riot as if the 
devil was driving them, and call it" merriment, call it 
pinging. 

C ' 
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Biuties und«r tbe Liin# Tree. 
. DANCE AND SOXO; 

The 8walR dressed himself ont for the dance. 
With party-coloured j;icket, ribbon and garland, 
Smartly was he dressed! 
The ring round the lime -tree vras already full, 
And all were dancing lilLo- mad. 

Huzza! Huzxa I 

Tira-iira-liara-Ia! 
Verrily went the fiddle -stick. 

■s. 

He pressed eageriy in, 

Gjiye a maiden a push 

With his elbdw: 

The buxom girl turned round 

And said — „Kow that I call stupid. 

Huzxa 1 Huzza I 

Tira-lira-hara-iaL 
,,Dont be so rude«'^ . 

Yet nimbly sped it in the ring; 
They turned right, they turned left, 
And all the petticoats were flying. 
T|i«y grew red, they grew warm. 
And rested panting arm-in-arm. 

Huzza! Huzza! 

Tira-lira-hara-la! ' 

And elbow on hip. 

^Have done now ! don't h* so fojid ! 
How many • inaa bu ci^oled-Mid 



M 



d. 
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Deceired his betrothed.** 

But he coaxed her aside, \ 

And far and wide echoed ttom the lime-tree 

Huzza ! Huzza ! 

Tira - lira- hara-la ! 
Shouts and fiddle- sticks. 

( 

OLD PEASANT. Doctor^ this is really good of 
yon, not to sco^n as to.- day, and, great scholar as 
yoQ are, t<fHningle in this crowd. Take then th^ £ai- 
rest jog, which ive have filled with fresh liquor: I 
pledge yoa in It, and pra^ aloud thdt it may do mo> 
re tlian quench your \hirst — may the number of drops 
which it holds he added to 'your days! 

FAUST. I accept the refreshing draught, and wish 
jou all health and happiness in return. (The peopft 
collect round hini.) 

OLD PEASANT* Of a surety It is well done of 
yoa, to appe^u: on this glad day. You. have been our 
friend in eril days, too, before now. Many a one 
stands here alive whom your father tore from the hot 
fever's rage, when he stayed the pestilence. You too^ 
at that time a young man, went into every sick-house : 
many a dead body was borne forth , but you came 
out safe. You endured mauy a sore trial. The Helper 
eb|>ve helped the helper. 

ALL« Health to the tried friend — atay he long 
have the power to help ! 

FAUST.. Bead before Him on high, who tetebee 

r. * 
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how to help , and sends h«lp. ( Ht procetdi wifk 

WAGKF.It. .What a feeling, great man, must jon 
experience at the honours paid jou by this multitude. 
Oh, happy he who can turn his gifts to so good an 
acc<rant. The father points yoa out to his boy j all 

' ask , and press , and hurry round. The fiddle stops^ 
the dancer pauses. As 70a go by* -tbey range them* 
Jlelves in rows^, caps ily Into the air, ai|d tbqr all bat 
bend the knee as if the Host irece passing 

FAUST. Only a few steps farther, up to that 
«tdne yonder ! Here we wiU rest from our waHi. Here 
many atfane have I sat, thMightfut Mid solitary, and 

' mortified myself with prayer and fatting. ' Ridk ia 
hope, firm in faith, 1 thought to extort the stoppage of 
that pestUence from the Lord of Heaven, with tears, 
and sighs, and wringing -Of hiinds. The applause of 
the multitude now sounds like derision in my ears. 
Oh! couldst thou read Iti my Inmost soul, how little 
father and son merited such an honour ! Hjr father 
was a worthy, sombre man, who, honestly bnt I«ht9 
own way, meditated, w}0i whimsical appltcatton, tm 
nature and her hallowed c^les ; who, in the compthn^p 
of adepts, shut h{ms<^ np in tile djurk laboratory, 
and fuSed contraries together after nnmberless recipes. 
Th^re was a red Iron , a boM lorer, married to the iHy 
in the tepid bath, and thenbdth, with open flame, 
tortured from •db bcldM pfaanber to another. If the 
young queen , with varied hues , ttien appeared in the 
glass ^ this wa» the pbycic; the patients di^d, and 
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no onesinqtiired Tvho recovered. Tbas did we, with 
our helUsh electuaries, rage in these vales and moun* 
tains far worse th^n the pestilence. I mjself have gU 
▼en the poison to thousands ; they pin^ awa.v , and I 
~must survive to hear the reckless murderers praised! 

WACrNEP. ^ How can you make Voarself uneasy 
on that account ? Is it not enough for a good man to 
practise conscientiously and scrupulously the art that 
has been entrusted -to him? If, in youth, yon honour 
yoor father, you will willingly learn from him: if, in * 
manhood , you extend the bounds of knowledge , your 
•on may mount still higher than you. 

FAUST. Oh-, happy he, who can still hope to 
emerge from this sea of error! We would use the ve- 
ry thin| we know not, and cannot use what we know. 
But let us not embitter the blessing of this hour by 
0uch melancholy reflections. See, how the green <^girt 
cottages shimmer in the setting Sun ! He bends and 
sinks •— the day is overlived. Yonde^ he hurries off, 
and quickens other life. Oh! that J ^lave no wing to 
lift me from the ground, to struggle after, fur ever 
after, him! I should see, in everlasting evening beans 
the Stilly world at my feet, — every height on fire, — 
every vale in repose, — the silver brook flowing into 
goiden streams. The rugged mountain, with all its dark 
defiles, would not then break my godlike course. — 
Already the sea, with its heated bays, opens «ii 
my enraptured sight. Yet the god seems at last *9 
sink away. But the new impalse wakes. ~ I hurry on 
td drink his everlasting light, — tiie day before ni« 
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fend th« night behind, — the heavens abore^ and un- 
der me the waves. •— A glorious dream! as It is pas- 
aing, he is gone. Aias, no bodily wing will so easily 
keep pace wit)i the wings of the mind. Yet it is the 
inborn tendency of our being for feeling tojttrive up- 
wards and onwards; when, over us, lost^in the blue 
expanse, the lark sings its trilling lay: when, over 
rogged pine • covered heights, tlie outspread eagle 
•oars ; and over marsh and sea, the crane struggles 
onwards to her home. 

IVAGNER. I myself have often had my capricions 
mements, but I never yet experienced an Impulse of 
the kind. One soon looks one's fill of woods and 
fields* I shall never envy the wings of the bird. How' 
differently the pleasures- of the mind bear us, from 
book to book, from page to page. With them, winter 
nights become cheerful and bright, a happy life warms 
every limb, and, ah! when you actually unroll a pre-t 
clous manuscript, all heaven comes down to you. 

FAUST. Thou art conscious only of one impulse. 
Oh never become acquainted with the other! Two 
•onls, alas, dwell in my breast: the one struggles to 
separate itself from the otlier. The one clings with 
persevering fondness to the woi^ld, with organs like 
cramps^ of steel: the other lifts itself energetically from 
the mist to the realms of an exalted ancestry. Oh! (f 
there be spirits hovering in the air, ruling 'twiit earth 
and heaven, descend ye, from your golden atmosphere, 
and lead me oif to a new variegated life. Aye, were 
b«t a' magic mantle mine, and could it bear me into 
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foreign lands , I would not part with ft for the cost* 
Vest garments ~ not for a king's mantle. 

WAGNEK. Invoke not the well - known troop, which 
diffuses itself, streaming, through the atmosphere, and 
prepares danger in a thousand forms, ttom every quar* 
ter," to 'man. The sharp - fanged spirits, with arrowj 
tongues, press upon you from the north; from the 
cast, tliej come parching, and feed upon your lungs. 
If the south sends from the desert those which heap 
fire after fire upon thy brain, the west brings the 
swarm which only refreshes, to drown fields , mea- 
dows, and yourself. .-They are fond of listening, ever 
keenly alive for mischief: they obey with pleasare,^ 
because they take pleasure to delude: they feign to be 
sent from heaven, and lisp like-angels when they lie. 
But let us be going; the earth is already grown grey, 
the air is chili, the missis falling;, it is only in the 
even[ng that we set a proper value on our homes. 
Why do you stand still, and gaze with astoni^hiuuiit 
tiins? What can thus attract your attention in the 
gloaming 7 

FAUST. Seest thou the black dog ranging through 
the com and stubbie? 

WAdNER. I saw him long ago; he did not strike 
me as any thing particular. 

FAUST. Iklark him well! for what do yon take 
the brute? 

WAGNER, For a poodle, who, in poodle-fashion 
Is puzsliiig out the track of his master. 
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FAtrsT» D6«t tli«li ttiaVk Imw, in ^Idefipinl cur- 
ves ^ he qaeste rottad and ever ne^trer os? and, if I 
err not^ a line of fire follows upon his track. 

WACiNBR. I see notbltig bat a black poodle ; yon 
mtLj be deoeiTed bj sbttie o^^ical ilhiSloB. 

FAITST. It appears tome, that he is drawing light 
magical nooSes, to form a toil aroand our feet. 

WAGNER. I see_ him bounding hesitatingly ani 
shily around us^ because, instead of his master, h« 
sees two strangers. 

FAUST. The clrelc grows narrow; he is already 
close. 

WAONER. Yen see It Js a dog, and no spirit. 
He growl* and hesitates , crouches on his belly and 
wags with his tail — all as dogs are wont to do, 

FAUST, Come to us! — Hither I 

WAGNER, ifs a droll creature. Stand still, and 
he will sit on his hind legs; speak to him, j^nd he will 
jump up on you; lose aught, and he jvill. fetch'it to 
you, and jump into the water for your stick. 

FAUST. I believe you are right: I find no tract 
of a spirit, and all is the result of training. 

WAGNER. Even a wise man may become atta- 
ched to a dog when he is well brtjught up. And he 
richly deserves all your favour, — he, the accompli- 
shed pupil of your students, as he is. 

(Thejr eat«r the gale of the town, ) 
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STUDY. 

FAUST •Bterins ^>ti> l^* poodi*. 

I Irave left plain and meadotr reiied in deep night, 
wkiet vTAkes the bettei^sool within -ns with a 41015 
feeiing of foreboding awe. Wild desires afe now sank 
in sleep, with everj deed of viojence : the love of man 
fs stirring — the love of God is stirring now.- 

Be quiet, poodle, run not hither and thither. What 
are jou snufding at on the threshold? Lie down be- 
hind the stove'; there is my best cushion for you. As 
without, upon tKc mountain patli, you amused us by 
running and gambolling, so now receive my kindness 
as a welcome q^iet guest. 

Ah ! when the lamp Is again burning friendily In 
our narrow cell, then all becomes clear in our bo- 
som, — In the heart that knows itself. Heasou begins 
to speak, and hope to bloom, again; we yearn for 
the' breams — oh yes , for the fountain , of life. 

Growl not, poodle; the' brutish sound ill harmo* 
nizes witli the hallowed tones which now possess mj 
whole soul. We are accustomed to see men deride 
what they do not understand — to see them snarl at 
the good and beautiful, which is often troul>lesome to 
fhem. Is the dog disposed to snarl at it. like them 7 
But ah! I feel already that, much as I may wish for 
it, contentment "wells no longer from fuj breast. Yet 
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vrhj mast the stream be so soon dried up , and we 
•gain lie thirsting ? I have bad so much experience 
of that! This want, however t admits of being com- 
pensated. ^ We learn to prize that which is not of this 
earth; we long for revelation, which nowhere bums 
more majesticaify or more beautifully than In the ^ew 
Testament. I feel impelled to open the original text — 
to translate for once, with upright feeling, the sacred 
original into my darling German. 

(H« openi a Tolume, and diipotet bimiclf for the task.) 

It Is written : „In the beginning was the Word.** 
Here I am already at a stand — who will help me on? 
I cannot possibly value the Wojrd so highly ; I must 
translate it differently, if I am truly inspired by, tlie 
spirit.' It Is written: ,,In the beginning was the Sen- 
se.^* Consider well the first line, that your pr.n be 
not over hasty. Is it the sense that influences and 
produces every thing? It should stand thus: ,,In the 
beginning was the Power. *^ Yet, even as I am wrh> 
ting down this, something warns me not to keep to 
it. The spirit cumes to my aid ! At once I see my 
way, and write confidently: „In the beginning was 
the Deed." 

If I am to share the chamber with you , poodle , 
cease your howling — cease your barking. I cannot 
endure so troublesome a companion near to me. One 
of us two must quit the cell. It is with reluctance 
that I withdraw the rights of hospitality; the door U~ 
pen — the way is clear for yoa. But what do I seel 
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Can that come to pass foj nataral means ? Is it slta- 
doTT — is it realitj? How long and broad my poodle 
grows ! He raises liimself powerfully; that Is not tiie 
form of a dog ! Wbat a phantom I have brought into 
tlie liouse ! — he looks already; like a hippopotamus, 
with fiery eyes , terrific teeth. Ah I I am sure- of thee ! 
Salomon's key is good for sach a half -hellish brood. 

&PIR1TS IN XHH PASSAGE, 

One Is caught within I 
Stay without, follow none! 
As in the gin the fox^ 
Quakes an old lynx of hell. 

But take heed ! 
Horer thither, hover back, 

Up and down , 
And" he is loose!. 
If ye can aid him , 
Leave him not in the lurch! 
For he has already done 
Much to «erve as. 

FAUST. 
Ffrst to confront tlie beast. 
Use I the spell of the four: 

Salamander shall glow* 

tJndine twine. 

Sylph vanish , 

Kobold stir himself* 
Who did not luiow 

The elements* 
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\ Their power and properties , 
Were no master 
dver the spirits* 

> Tanlsh in ffame , 

Salamander! 
Roshlngly fl6>V together, 

Undine ! 
Shine in meteor beauty, 

Sjlph4 
Bring homely help, 
Incubus ! Incubus I 
Step forth and make an end of It* 

Ko o)ie of the four sticks in the beast. He lies 
undisturbed and grins at me. I have not yet made h.im 
feel. Thou shalt hear me conjure stronger. 

Art thou , fellow , 
A scapciing from belli 
Then see this sign ! 
To which bend tlie dark troop." 
He is already swelling , and bristling his hair. 
Reprobate!. 

Can'st thou read htm ? •<" 
The unoriginated, 
Unpronounceable , 
Through all heaven diffused, 
Vilely transpiereod 7 ^ 

Driven behind the stove, it Is swelling like .an 
elephant; it fills tlie whole space, it is about to va- 



— 45 — 

Utah into mist. Rise not to the c^illDg I Down at thy 
master's feet! "fhou see'st I do not threaten in vain. 
J. will scorch thee* with hofy fire* Wait not for the 
thrice glowing light. Wail not for the strongest of 
my spells. 

BCEPHISTOPHBLES. (Comw fortrard at ihe mitt 
tialLif in the dreM of a imTclliitg tcliolar, from liahind 
jhe store ) Wherefore snch a fuss? What moy be your 
pieasare T 

FAUST. This then was the kernel of tlie poodle! 
A fravelKng scholar? The casus makes me langh. 

MlfifHlST. I salute your learned worship^ You 
liave'made me sweat with a rengeance* 

FAU$T. What Is thy nanje ? 

MCPHIST. The question strikes me as trifltag for 
one who rates the Word so low; who, far estranged 
froBi all m^re outward seeming^ looks cfnly to the es- 
sence of tiling. 

FACST. With snch genid«BieQ as you, o»e may 
generally learn the essence from the name, smce it 
appears but too-plainly if your name be fly- good, de- 
Btroyer, liar, ^ow.'in a word, who art thou then? 

. MEPIUST. A ^art of that power ^ which U «v«r 
willing' evil and ever producing good. 

FAUST. What is meant" by this rid«Ie ? 

M&PRIST. I am the spirit which constantly de- 
nies, and that riglitly; for every tiling that has origi- 
nated, deserves to -be anniailated. Therefore better 
were it that nothing shonjd originate. Thua, aU that 
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you Call sin, destiucttoD, in a word, Evil, is mj pro- 
per element. 

FAUST. You call yourself a part , and yet stand 
whole before me. 

MEPHIST. I tell thee the modest troth. Although 
man, that microcosm of folly, commonly esteems him- 
self a whole, .1 am a part of the part, which In 
the beginning was all; a part of the darkness which 
brougl).t forth light, — the proud light, which now 
contests her ancient rank and space with mother night. 
Biit he succeeds not; since, strive as be wiU, he clea* 
ves, as if bound, to bodies. Ue streams from bodies, 
he gives beauty to bodies , a body stops him in his 
course, and so, I hope, he will perish with bodies 
befqre long. 

FAU8T. N^ow I know thy dignified calling: Thou 
art not «ble to destroy on a great scale , and so art 
just beginning on a small one. 

MEVHIST. And,' to say truth, I have made little 
progress in it. That which is opposed to, nothing — 
the something , this clumsy, world , much as I have 
tried already , I have not yet letimt how to come at 
it, — ^ with wav«s, storms, earthquakes, fire. Sea and 
land remain undisturbed after all ! And the damned 
set, the brood of brutes and men, there is no such 
thing as getting the better of them neither. How ma** 
ny I have already buri1>d ! And new fresh bloo.d is con- 
stantly circulating! Things go on so — it is enough 
to make one mad! From air, Water, earth — in wet. 
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di7v bot, cold — genns by thoasands evolve themsel- 
Tes. Had I not reserved fire, I -should have nothing 
•part for niTseff. 

FAUST. So thou opposest thy cold deviPs fist, 
elenched in impotent malice, to the ever stirring, the 
beneficent creatiiig power. Trj thy hand at something 
else, wondrous son of Chaos. 

MEHHI5T. We will think about it in good earnest 
" more of that anon 1 Might I be permitted this time 
to depart? 

FAUST, I JBee not why you aslc. I have now made 
acquaintance with yon; call on me in future as yoa 
feel inclined. Here is the window, here the door; 
there is also a chimney for you. 

MBPHIST. To confess the truth, a small ob- 
stacle prevents me from walking out — the wizard- 
foot' upon your threshold. 

FAUST. The Pentagram embarraMes you ? Tell 
me then, thou child of hetl, if that repels thee, hovr 
cam'st thou in ? How was sacb a spirit entrapped? 

MSPHIST. Mark it* well ; it is not well drawn; 
one angle, the outward one, is, as thou see'st, a little 
open. 

FAUST. It is a Iuc|Ey accident Thou' sfaouidst be 
ny prisoner then? This is a chance hit* 

MEPfllST. The poodle observed nothing when he 
jomped In. The thing looks differently now; the devil 
cannot get out. 

FAUST. But why do yon not go through the 
fttaidow 7 
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^ MEPHIST. Uis a law binding on derlU and phan- 
toms, tbat tbej must go o«t the same waj tb^ stele 
in. The first is free to us; we are slaves as cegardft 
the second. 

FAUST, HeU itself has' its laws? I am gla'! of 
it> in that case a compact, a hi/iding one, may be 
made with you gentlem«n ? . 

AIEPHIST. What is promised , that shalt tbf n en- 
joy to the letter; not the smallest dedscfcion shall be 
made from it. But this is not to be discussed so 
summarily, and we will speak of il the vext time. -But 
I must earnestly beg of you to let me go this 0B<!e. 

VAVSTr Watt yetanotiMr momenit, and teU tte 
•omething worth telling. 

MEPHIST. K^t me go now! I.wiU soon come 
back ; you may then question me as you like, 

FAUST, i have laid no snave for' tbee; thou bast 
run into the net ot thy- own frne will. Let whoever 
has got hold of the devil, keep hold of him; he will 
not catch him a second time in a burry. 

MKPIII»T. If you like, I aa.readr to stay and 
keep yon company luBre, 'but npon con#ltfeii that loMy 
beguile the time {»roperly for yon by my arts*. 

PAXTST, I shall attend with pleasure; you may do 
•0 , provided only that the art be an agreeable one. 

MEPHIST, My friend, you wHI gain more for your 
sei^ses in this one hour, than in the whole year s mo- 
notony. What the delicate spirits sing to jron^ the 
lovely images which they call up , are not an nnsob* 
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stential play of encbantoMiit Tow imell Will be char- 
med, you' jrUI'ttita a«RgIit your palace, atad then your 
.feelings win be entraneed. ^o preparation is neces- 
sary; we ate all assembled — strike up ! 

SPIRITS. 

Vanish ye dark 
Arched ceilings ahoTs! 
More chiarmingly look ia 
The (Men^ly blue sky! ' 
Were the durk eloods 
Melted aw«j! / 

Little stars spurkle. 
Softer suns slMtte in. ^ 
Etherial bcanty 
or the childx«n.of hflslfsil, 
I^emnloiis bwuSng .!* i 

HoTers across] -4 
Xonging ,4««ko 

Follows after* 
And the flutt^ing. 
Ribbons of drapery •• ' . .:] 
• CoTer the piaiAS, < > '. L 

CoTer the JHiwei^ .: ■•*. ■•' * ?. 
Where lorers :.<. ' .? - 

lieep in fhongbty'* s:<; e<? o.) 
•Give tbeAiselres.foff.lils.} .vo ^ 

Bower oiubowM I ' ■</ <"■• ' > 
Sprouting «ti»diikf ! .: 
Powjii>«f4igiiti}9 grsi^ , '1 ;</, 
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Gnib. iiUo. the ▼«< . . . 
Of tji« l)ar4 - sqae««iag pms§, 
.^the foaming wiii«a, . ^ 
Giu|i jn bjrooks, ;. . . 

Rustle through 
Viir^, precious stones. 
Leave the heights 
Behind th«m Ijitig, 
BroadM to «eas 
Around tb^ charm iff ' ' 
Green- growing lAUtt* 
And the winged ibM>ng 
Sips happiness, ■- ' 

Flies ^o m««tth^ 91111, 
Flies to meet tlld !»t1%ht ' 

Isles t yi^itML VlafMshiglj 
Float on the-wnvbt; " * 

Where we h«ir' ' '"•♦^'•" 
Shouting in choFttMel, 
Where we see • ' -cm 
Dancers on metfii^} '^ > '• ' ' 
In th' open tiT'v ' ' • ' 

All disportii^g. tiltke. '*> 

Some are clailfr«rliig i-'oj 
Over the heights',si.»'"' '-i.'-i.*/ 

Otheit are swAlbliiHt^ f'^ <i^^^ 

Over tlM^ifc^lii,*">*l'> 'li* -vii"). 

Others are hdvwtfii^-^'' vjfoH 
All towards tlMiiMI.&niJi/tc'.i''. 
All towft«l»ttti«'fMaMf*7a''-<I 

a 



— 51 — 

Lofing stars of 
Bliss -giWng ^race. 

MEPHIST. He slumbers! Well done, my airr, 
delicate roungsters! Te have fairly sung him to sleep. 
I am your debtor for |^i« concert Thou art not yet 
the man to hold fast the devil ! PUy round him with 
Sfveet dreamy visions; plunge him in a sea of illusion. 
Baf^to bre«k tbe S(Ms!i of Mils tkresbold I need a rat s 
tooth. I have not to 'conjar«- long ; ona is ahreaitj 
rustling Jiither , and will hear .me in a moment. The 
lord of rats and mice, of flies, Arogs bags, and lice, 
commands tfave to Teolura Xovtk aad gna»y • this tbres- 
bold so soon he has sme&ce^at witb^oiL Hioa -conrst 
lrefip4lig forth salr^dy 1 instantly t« tbe work! The 
poiit whlfih repelled 'm is Iww4rds the froat. on the 
teigej 'Oii^ bft» marsy aodritis dose. -^" Is'sw fihisC) 
dr«am Ml ,! tiM wv meet ^agtiD. 

FAtr^T/VattinJ;.*' Am I then once agatrt decclvedf 
boes tbe 'throng of spirits vanisli thiks t Wai it in'& 
lying dreani'that tbe devi(. appeared to' ms'^ and itiH 
it a poodle fhaf escat>ed7 ' 
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STUDY. 

; PAUST. — MK^HISTOPHELES. 

FAXrSTi Does mof on« knoekf Conit !■! 
■ waatt to disturb me ag*iia ? 

MEPHIST. It is L^ 

FAUST. Come in. 

MUPHIST. Yeu most sa.^ so three tittefl. 

FAUST. Come in , then i 

MEPHIST, So far^ so good. We ehall go on Te- 
tf weli together, I hope; foe, to chMe.away jont 
fttncies, I am here, like a yonth «i ee&ditiont in a 
ooat of scarlet ]aced with geld , . • HMUitlis ofitiff eilk, 
a cock's feather in mj hat, aa4 a long pointed sword 
|U my side. And to make no more words about It, n^ 
pdrice to yon is to array yourself in the same manner 
immediately, that unrestrained, emancipated, yon m^ 
try what life is. 

FAUST. In eveiy dress, I dare say, I shall feel 
the torture of the contracted life of this earth. 1 aa 
too old for mere play, too young to be wlthont a with. 
What can the world afford me! — „Th6a Shalt re- 
nounce !**«„ Thou Shalt renounce!*^ That is the eter* 
nal song which is rung in erery one's ears; which « 
onr whole life long, every hour Is hoarsely singing to' 
HS» in tht nMxning-.l wake only te horror^ I would 
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fain weep bitter tears to see tlie 4*/, .wbicb, in its 
coarse « will not aecojnplish « wish for me, no,' not 
one; wiiicfc, Tvitli wayward cnptioiuness, weakens eren 
the presentiment of every joj, and disturbs the crea- 
tion of my busy breast by a tbonsand agly reaUUes. 
Then again, at tbe approach ef night, I must stretch 
myself in angnish on my couch; here, too, no rest is 
.▼oochsafed to me; wlkl dreSms are sure to harrow me 
np. Tbe God that dwells in my bosom, that can stir 
my inmost soul, that sways ali my energies — he is 
powerless as regards things without; and thus exi- 
stence is a load to me, death an object of earnest' 
prayer, and life detestable. 

MSPHIST. And yet death Is never an entirely 
welcome gitest. ^ 

FAUST. Oh ! happy the man aroood whose brtfws 
he wreathes the bloody lanrel in the glitter of victory 
— whom, ^ after the, maddening dance, he finds in. a 
maiden's arms. Oh that I bad suok away, enrapt, ex- 
animate, before the great spirit's power! 

MEPUIST. And yet a cerUin person did not drink 
a certain brown Juice on a certain night. 

FAUST. Playing the spy, it seems , is thy ama- 
ssment. 

MEPHIST. I am not omniscient; bat 1 know much. 

FAUST. Since a sweet famlliaf tone drew me from 
thoss thronging horrors, and played on what of child- 
like feeling remained in me with the concording note 
of happier times, — my carse on every thing that en- 
twines the tout with itsjogglery, and chains it to 
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this ^en of wr€li^eilii«s« tvMh bliDdtni; 'audi iMteciBS 
frrflnetiees. - Accurfted, first, %e tkc lofty opinioa ii^ 
which tho mind ^raps ttiefft Acovrstil, tfte bfindtaf 
of ftppfearafices , by which oar scnsei «r« oftpreased! 
Accursed, what ptajs the pntender to us In dreamt,— 
tlie cheat of gl«»ty, 4>r the lastlng^of a name! Accur- 
ved, wfiat flatters us as property, as wife and ehiliL, 
as slave and plough ! Ar.curaed be Mammon wh«n he 
Btirs tts to bold deeds with treasures, when he sinoo*- 
thes our ceucb for indolent delight! Accursed, the 
hAls'am -juice of the grape! Aeeursed, tliat highest 
grace of lore! Accursed b« Hope, accursed be Faith, 
and accursed, above ail , be l*attettce! 

CHORUS OF SPIRITS (inyiiible). 

Woe, woe, 

Thou hast destroyed it, 

The beautiful world, 

lil'fth violent hand} 

It tumbles, it falls abroad. 

A demigod has shattered it to pieces! 

^Ve bear away ^ 

The wreck-s into nothingness, 

And wail over 

The beauty that is lost. 

Mighty 

Among the sobs of sarth, 

Proudlier 

Build it again , 

Bnild it up tn thy bosom ! 
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A'new-caceeT of flfo. 
With sBstoiaed 6«afe 

• Amd'nmvr k^ 
Skull ptat omt thtrecpon* 

MEPITIST. TIresc are the little ones of my train, 
liisten, how, with wisdom beyond their years, they 
counsel you to pleasure and action. Out into the 
Tvorld. away from solitariness, where tlie senses and 
the juices of life stagnate — would they fain lure you. 

Cease to trifle with your grief — which, like a tuU 
tare, feeds upon your vitals. The worst company will 
make you feel -that you are a man amongst men. Yet 
1 do not mean to thrust you amongst the^ pack. I am 
none of your great men; but if, united with me,.yQO 
will wend your way through life , I will readily .ac^Or 
mo^j^te myself to be your's upon the ^ot I am your 
compauUin; and, if it suits you, your servant, youjr 
•lave ! 

FA y ST. And wjiat am I to do for yoA In retucn 7 

MEPHIST. for that you have atili n ioug day of 
grace. 

FAUST. Ifo , no ; the. devil is an egoist , and is 
not likely to do, fpr God's sake, what may advantage 
another. Speak the condition plainly out ; such • ssc* 
vant is w dangerous inmate. 

M£i>Hl.iT. I wHl bind myself to your service here 
and never sleep nor slnmber at yoirtr calL When we 
HMet on tb • sthnr • id^ y^n shall do as mnch for me. 
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FAUST, I e*re little aboot tli« oth«r tide: if 
' you first knock tiiis.wMid to pieces, the otlierniaj 
arise- afterwards if it wili. My joys flior from this 
earth, and this sun. shines upon mysitferings: if I 
csD only Separate myself from thsm , • what will and 
can , may come to pass, I will hear no more about It 
— > whether tliere be hating and loving in the world to 
come, and whether there be an Above or BeloTT in 
those spheres like our own. 

^TEPHIST. In this sense, you may venture. Bind 
yoarself; and daring these days, yon shall be deligh- 
ted by my arts ; I will give thee what no human being 
ever saw yet 

FAUST. VJTiat, poor devlf, w!lt thou give? Was 
the mind of a man, in its high aspiring, ever compre- 
helided by tlie like of thee? But If thou hast food 
-which never satisfies; ruddy gofd which, volatile, like 
quicksilver, melts away in the hand; a game, at tvhlch 
one never wins; a maiden, who, on my^bi^ast, is al- 
ready ogling my neighbour; the bright godKke joy of 
honour, which vanishes like a meteor! — SIiow me 
the fruit which rots before It Is plucked, and trees 
which every day grow gocen anew. 

MEPHIST. Such a task aifrlghts me not. I hare 
^ such treasures at my disposal. But, my good friend, 
tiie time will come round when we may feast on what 
Is really good In peace. > 

FAUST. If ever I stretch myself, calm and com- 
posed, upon a couch, be there at once an «nd of me. 
If thou canst ever flatteilB^j delude me into being 
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pleated widi mfsqlf— if tboa canst clieat 'me- witfl 
ei^Tttienty ba tliat day my iaat. I offer the wagar. • 

MKPIilST. Done! 

FAUST. And my hand upon it! If I ever sajr to - 
the pafsinf moment — „SiaT, than art so fair!** then 
majBt tboa caat me into chains; then will, I readilj 
periah ; then may tiia death > bell toll ; then art thoo 
ftee from thy Service. The clock may stanJ, the in* 
dex band may fall: be time a thing, no more for mel 

MEPHIST. Think well of it; wa shall bear it in 
miocl. 

FAUST. Ton have a perfect right so to do. I have 
formed no rash estimate of myself. As I remain, I am 
a slavey what care I, whether thine or another^s. 

MEPHIST. This very day, at the doctor's feast, 
I shall enter upon my duty as servant. Only one 
thing -~ to guard against accidents, I must trouble you 
for a line or two. 

FAUST. Pedant, dost tboa, too, require writing? 
Haat thott never- known man nor man's word. Is it 
not enough that my word of month disposes of my 
days for all etemitv? Does not the world rave on In 
ail its currents, and am I to be bound by a promise? 
Yet this prejudice is implanted in our hearta: who 
would willingly free himself from it? Happy the man 
who bears truth pure in his breaat; he wilt never hava 
canae to repent any sacrifice ! But. a parchment, writ* 
ten and stamped^ is a spectre whicli all ahrink from. 
The word dies away in tho very, pen ; in wax and kea* 
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ilier l» the.aiasterx. What, t>yi\ ^kU, -vl^mriilift tfaoa 
of me? Beast, marble, pvciuneDt, .imper?. .Shall I 
write vrith stjle, graver, pen? 1 leave tbe ctioiie to 
tbee. 

MfiPHIST. How can vo^a put jvareelf in a pasaidB 
end over%Tork your oratory in thismemicr? . Any scrap 
wiU do: jott win tubecribe -your name with. a drop ol 
bloodL 

FATST. If this will fully satisfy yoo, the whim 
•hall be complied with. 

MFIMiKSr. Blood is quite a peculiar sort of juice. 

FAUST. But fear not that I shall break this com- 
pact. WhaC I promise, is precisely what all my ener- 
gies are striving for, I have aspired too high: I be- 
long only to thy class. The Great Spirit has spurned 
me; Nature shuts herself against me. The thread of 
thought ts sii.ipped; I hare long loathed every sort of 
knowledge. ' Let us quench our glowing passions in 
the deptl» of sensuality; let every wonder be forth- 
with prq»ared beneath the hitherto impervioiM veil of 
sorcery .- Let us cast ourselves into the rushing of 
me., Into the rolling of acddeot. There pain and plea- 
sure, success and disappointment, may succeed each 
other as they will •— man's propeir element is restless 
activity. 

At£PHIST. KoT end nor limit is prescribed to yon. 
If it is your pleasure to sip the sweets of every thing, 
to snatch at all as you. fly by , 'nutch good may U do 
y«a ^ onljs fall to and don't bii coj. 



I. 
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.FAVST. I Ml tkee agiun, pltesfate M not the 
^aestlon: 1 d<9if«te inya«lf to tbe into&tcating whirl; — 
to the most agonizing enjoyment — to enamptircil 
bate — to animating vexation/ Mr breast, cured of the 
ttiicsl of knowledge, shall henceforth bare itsvJf te 
everj pang. I will enjoj in my own hearths oore ail 
that is parcelled out amongst mankind; grapple in spi> 
lit with th^ highest and deepest; heap the weal and 
woe of the whole race upon m.y breast, and thuf di- 
late my own individuality to theirs, and-^erish &iao,^ 
in the end, like them. ' 

MCi'tllST. Oh, believe me,, who many thousand 
jears have chewed the cud on this hard food, th^t 
from the cradle to the bier, no human being digests 
the old leaven. Believe a being like me , this \Vhole 
Is only made fur a god. He exists In an eternal halo; 
8 he has brboght forth into darkness; add only day 
and night are proper for you. 

FAUST, But I will. 

*" — 

M^HHIST. That is well enop^ to sa? I Bat I 
mta only troubled about one thing ; time is short , act 
Is long. I should suppose you would sufft^r yourself 
to be iostrttcted. T.'kke a poet to counsel ; make the 
-f^ntleman set his imagination at Work, and heap all 
noble "qualities on your honoured head, — tlie liou'c 
courage, tiie stag's swiftsess, the fiery blood of the 
Italian, the enduring firmness of the Korth. Alake 
him find out' the secret ofcolmbinlug raagnanimi^^with 
ouinilig^ 9tMd of being in, love , after a set plan , with 
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ibe burning d«tives of yo^th. I, nijflelf should Uke to 
knoi^r SQch « gentleman ^ I would call binTlIr. BU> 
'crocosni. 

FAUST. What, then, ^m L, If it be not possible 
to attain the crown of- humanltj , which erttj seMU is 
striring for? 

MEPHIST, TIiou art In the end — what thoa art. 
Put on wigs with millions of curls ^~ set thj foot upon 
ellhigh socks; — - thou abidest ever what thou art. 

FAUST, t feel it; In vain ha?e I scraped together 
and accumulated all the treasures of the human mind 
upon mjself ; and when 1 sit down at tlie end, still no 
new power wells up within: I am not a hair's breadth 
higher, nor a whit nearer the Infinite. 

BfSPI^iST. My good Sir, you see things precisely 
as ther are ordinarilj seen; we must manage mat- 
ters better, before the joys of life pass away from 
us. What the deuce ! you have surely hands and feet 
and head and — . And what Ijenjoy with spirit, is 
that then the less my own? It I can pay for six hor- 
ses , are not their powers mine ? I dash along and am 
a proper man , as if I had four - and - twenty legs. 
Quick, then, haxe dope With poring, and straight away 
Into the world with me. .1 tell you, a fellow that spe- 
culates is like a brute dciven in a circle on a barroi 
heath by an evfl spirit, whilst fair -green meadow lies 
every where around. 

FAUST. How shall we set about it? 

MEPHIST. We will just stah and taku •« chase*. 
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What a. place of nattjrdomt what a precious life to 
t^ad! — wearjing one*8 self and a set of yooAgsters 
tD'deaifa. Leave that to yovr n^tghboar, Mr. Paunch! 
Why .will you plague yourself to thresh sfcraw? The 
heit tha^ 70a can l^now^^ yon dart Bot tell the lads. 
ETen DOW I hear one in the passage. 

FAtJST. I cannot possibly see hfn. 

BIEWnST. The poor boy has waited * long J l^ 
MSt not be sent away disconsolate. Come, give mi 
jont cap and gown : the mask will become me to ad* 
nlvatlon. 

(H« chaagcs hii drcat.) 

IVow trust to my wit I require but a ftnarter of an 
faoltr.' In th« mean time prepare for our pleasant 
trip- , (Baft PA'ITSTO 

MBPHI6T. }■ FATT8T9 g#«rii. 
- Onfy despise reason and knowledge, the highest 
•tren^di ef htiuianlty;- only persaft thyself to be conir* 
ned In delusion.* and sorbery-work fey- the spirit of 
liet,'^and I have Oree unconditionally. Fate has given 
blm a spirit whI<A li ever pressing onwards nnemw 
bed,-' whose overstrained striving o'erteaps -tlie Jdyt 
of eirth.' Him will I drag thiwngh the wild passages 
of life, through vapid itomeantngnebs^ HevhaU sprawl) 
•tend amated, stick fast,— and meat and drink shall 
hang, for his Insatlableness, hefortf his eraVing- Rp#t 
bo ahall pray fbr reftesbment lit'vain; and had bo not 
already given himself up to the devil | ho would} Kit* 
wfOuisttdittg, iiioriteblr b« lost 
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. (A aTUUKNT f»i«rf ) ,/. . 

ST1JU£3^T« I aa) but jast ^reived , and. come, {uU 
of devflt^io*, to addr«w a»4 ktiow a mas v/hwm aU 
oame to id9 with reverence. 

MEt*HIST, I am flattered hy your poHtetiesft. Ytm 
see a man, like ntmiy (^era; Have you yet oMde any 
inquiry eltewhijre.? 

. STUpE^T. Interest yoursf^lf for m^, I l»p'«yyoii. 
jt come, with' every good disposition , a little, m90i?^> 
and fouthful spirits; my mother could hardl;|r be.hrought 
to part with me, but I would fain learn sometUinjg 
worth learning in .the world* . . \ 

MEPHIST. You are here at tlie very pl^ce for it. 

9TIJD^NT* Ho^iesUy, speaking, I. alra49l3' wish foy* 
sejf'awfty- These wails, these halls, are by no meiaAt 
to my taste. The S|»aee;i9 ;e2(«eed9igiy.capfitted; there 
is Jiot.A tree., pMhing ^n^ep? .tf> be «fiM(i.{^nA„i9 the 

UjBtore - rooms,, on lM.hen«hes,-^.hf4^rji>c,'i|ii^ln'.'*f)# 
thinkiog fail. me. w . :, •' . -■ .{• » »,.. 

MKPHliiT. JUiaU..*9PI»««^8«>»^Mh4t.. TJii?s,.^fiyr«tj 
tim ehild d9es.|iot it^Ke Jcifidiy te t^M iiv>tl^e^'s>b;rejH|^ 
hat.s««fi^ Iib4ii a plef^Stwfl in a^risbing il;sel^, Jusifi^ 
will you a»yy Ai^pfirMUfif • greatftr p|,e?wure ♦t.tlp.Q 

; .,si?jp«:*T* taMH»tt«.4elrjhtfiMr«P<>?^*»*Wk« 
STUDENT. l8hoqM>^wMh,(^,be,.prolovm^jJF«leac. 
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n^Ar^l^ bUquIA like to conprehei^d wlut U «pon mrtb 
Of ia ^e»^eQ, tCMiice and nature. 

VMEPHf»T. Toll are here tipon the right scent; 
hut yon must notsuffer your attention td be distracted. 

STtlDEXr, f am heart and soul in the cause. A 
little relarsation an* pastfme, to Be sure, Would not 
come amiss on bright sinAmer holidays. ' 

■' MEPHIST. l^fake the mosf online, it' glides 'away 
•o fast. But 'method' teathes you to gain timg. 'Fot 
this reason, mf good Metod, 1 advise ydu Wbegin 
wl«i a course ofM^'giij. In this study, th>e mind fs wm 
bfok«tilii\ -Placed wp In Spanishboots, so thwtltweept 
tJlresms^eet^^-tal^tt^'thoiJAHi «f/*lioaght,-and runs m 
risk of fllchwring; igfiirtstuuB-iitce, io WH dir«etr«M. 
'EK«s Many'S^dAy-wllibe spent In Macfaisi; yott'tbi^ 
«*«,'''%>yb, tfiretr^'ls ii«e«ssary fortlraft which fofuf^)^ 
^eu lillt oral Js^bkw, St QMlfr-'as'eAQngsnd^vinkifil^. 
It is •#ithr »h* fabtl« of dMoght as with a.lTresvM'ft 
nmster-'iiftectf; wbe^cr 4n»'t tfsAdle ^ moves' A- ^housaii4 
AhvMdst ibe'.'slnitttss 'Sbo^t bs«kw«rAi 'jiifdf^ fi^rffardff: 
the thraads flow unseea : ties» by tbotw«Qdsy avs struck 
bffosfr* 4>ili^i *H)4iP*pl#*ss*plwr^'«:y he ' steps to- and 
p9owtmitb y6k, J«<rttaiti|iWreir,iMienp<s«}:'tlie>'ifsl wW»M 

ttioteVoiti#aiwioaiab'iB<r^)i(iia' lMti0^«r.tMft.<vifg sa4 

fourth so; and ifv;tfw>.4'it.JMMl l«epwd weiturttf the 
*W "»4 ^W^^i««^WlA^i<»e|,J^. T|ie. ftaenSi. tf all 
countries pot a high, value on tWs, but none hay^kfit 
WfP^rlMf T«*o-^(fe»ftRI«MMWafe*»otjrr nA*ileieribe 
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It; be hM then the parts in his hand; onty, nnlnckllf, 
the spiritual bond is wanting. Cbemistrr terns it en* 
cfaeireais natarae, and moekt beraetf without 
knowing it 

STUDENT. I cannot quits comprebiSBd yoiu 

MKPHIST. Yon will soon impcore In tl^at respects 
If joo learn to reduce and dassify all th^gs properlj* 

STUDENT. I am so confotflded J>7 all tbi«» 1 feel 
M if a mill -wheel was turning round in pi/ bead* 

MEPHIST. . In ihe nekt place, before every thing 
/sUe, yoo mast set to at metaphysics. "^Mn see that 
you .conoeire profoundly what i* *ot made jEsr human 
brains. A fine word will stai^d ypn in ^sttad fof svhat 
«nt^s and what doas not «nter thera, 4Mh1 be swrei 
§o€ this half-yoar, to adopt the strictest .r«gwl«rity. 
Von will h«r« fire lectures, orory day. Qe in as the 
clocli strikes. Bs'WeU prepared beforahaiid with .the 
paragraphs caiefuUy coaaad, timt yoa may see .the 
better that ha says nothing bat what is in the .book* 
yet write away as sealoaaiy as if th«.Bi»lyjQhosi wen 
dictating, to. yon. . 

STUDIBNT.. Ton BMd-Mt.teU ■• thatia second 
^fane. I ean imagine* how nsefai It if* Jor what one 
bit bn black* and >wbiAei Qn0:c^ ^airiy.boipieitt comibit 
•' BffiiPHWT. Bat chieie a iM»ify«' '- 
• ' >8TOI>SNT. I caflttot TeedMUem^eir ^ Jorinpn- 

BOFaMT. tcaEMrt^tmtbblltlB^Votf'o" Il^tt^'fli* 
h»m% bf IV0°fitiMM» fia#t-4dlfiMd,4ftl 'as U^et^ 
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nie ber^AtaTf dlseftse^ tliej trail from generation to 
Scnenitioii, and g4Me Impetceptibrj from place to place. 
Reason becomes noMeme; botieficeoce, a pla^e. Woe 
to tbe« tbai ^tbou ftrt a grandson ! Of the lavr tfaat U 
bom with u» — of that, nnforluoatelj, there is neyer 
a question. 

STUDENT, Yott increase my repugnance. Oh , 
happy he, whom you instract. I shovid almost like Co 
•tudy theology. 

MEPIIIST. I do not wish to mislead you. As for 
thirf science, it is so difflcuft to avoid the wrong 
iray; there is so mticih hidden poison in it, which Is 
hardly to be distitlgaished from the medicine. Here, 
a^ain, it is best to attend but one master, and swear 
by his wotds. Oeneraliy speaking, stick to wdrds; 
yoa will then pass through the safe gate into the tern- 
pie of certaint}^ 

STUI^ENT, Rut there must be some meaning con- 
nected with the word. 

MEI'HIST. Right! only we mnst not be too 
anxicfttS about that; for it is precisely where meaning 
falls that a word comes in most opportunely. Disputes 
may be admirably carried on with words; a system 
may be built with worda; words form a capital sub- 
ject for belief; a word admits not Of an iota being ta- 
ken from it. 

STUDENT. Tour pardon, I detain' you by my many 
qucttiens, but I moist still tronble yon. Would you be 
80 kind as to add a^ pregnant wxird og two on me4l% 

E 
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cine. Tbc«o ?e»r« s » sh«fft tiiii»» Asd^lktrieUI, 4«od 
lmo\v4, U fur top widtt.>U«ne,liM but ability one 
can h^i one's way. aloBg furUkor^ ■ 

MBPHI8T., ««idp. 1 1keginr to be ttteA of tti6 pro- 
■illg st>ie. I mttlBt pfoy'the derii prbptf'rly agiiiiv. 

'(alond.) 

Tb« ftpifU «f OMdicine it «aay tp^ b« caiigUt; yon 
•tudy tbrojigh tbe -great iud lUtlev^orM, and let things 
go on iu the end — as it pleases God. It is Tain tbat 
you vyander sci^B,(ifi(^ally aJ!)out; no nipai vrtU- learo 
more than he can; be who ' avails ^itnsclt of the pas- 
ting momeBt — that is the proper van. You are to- 
lerably well built, nor will ypn be ^v^niing in boldness, 
and if you do but confide in you|fs<^]f, other sqult will 
cohfide in 3,ou.. In (lartic^lar, learn, hoiv to. .treat th« 
Yvomen: their ^teri^ul ohs! and ^Jisj. so thousandfold, 
are to be cured from a single point, and if you onljr 
astome a moderately demure air, you will have them 
all uiider your thumb. 'You must hare a title, to con- 
vince them tliat your art is superior to most others, 
and then'Tou are aBtaiitted from the first to all those 
littfe privileges which ahother tpends years In coaxing 
for* Learn how to feet* the puis^ adroitly, and boldlj 
clasp th'em , with hot wahtoi^ looks , around the taper- 
ing hfp, tb'see how tfghffy rt Is lac'6d. 

STUDEN^. There is some sense in that; one seet 
at any rate the whqre s^nd tfie l)o.)v. 

MfVUiar. €cey, Bjdtnr mtad:, it tU jth^rj, 
Md gro«n 4b0 f oldtB^ ice^. «( life,. 



firXUDEKT. . | yow to you > all U as a dream tp 
me. Might I trouble: jau anotlw:r time to^ hear your 
wisdom apeak upon the grounds/ 

3TEPHIST. I Aj».at yom: sQfviqBi *<> the .extent of 
inj'poor abilities. 

* . ■ ■ 

STUDil'NT, I cannot possjb^jr go away without 
pUeiUS mj a^bum in yetur hands. Do not grudge me 
-^d^to tokeii of yofir favour. 

MEPHIST. WIthall my heart (H« trritw «nd gi- 
Te* it Bhck,') • 

STUDENT reads. Eritis sicnt DeuS , Scicntes bo- 
Bum et malum. . « _ ^ 

( n« cloics th« Look reTcrentiallj , and takei hit 
lea^e.) \ 

MEPHIST, Only roH<HT the old saying and my 
cousin the snake, and some time or other ^'ou, with" 
your likeness to God, will be sorry enough. 

FAUST enter*.. Whither now.? 

IIEPHIST, Where you please; to sec the little, 
then the great world. With what joy, what profit, 
will you revel through the course. 

VAUST, But with my long beard, I'want the easy 
manners of society. I shall fail in the attempt. I ne- 
rer knew how to present myself in the world; I feel 
so little in the presence of others. I sjiall be in a 
constant jstate of embarrassment. 

M£FHtST. My dear friend, all that will come of 



its otm accord; so toon as 7011 f«et confidence in 
yourself, you know tlie art j>f life. 

FAUST. Ho^, then, are we to atari? IVhere aro 
yoni carriages ^ liorses , alid serrants. 

^TEPIHST. We have but to spread out this mantle; 
that sliall bear as through the air. Only 7011 will take 
no heavy baggage on this bold trip. A lithe infiam- 
maltTe air, wich 1 will get ready, will lift vs quickly 
from this earth; and if we are light, we shall mount 
rapidly. I nish rou jo^ of your new coor;ie of life. 
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AUERBACH*S CELLAR IN LEIPSIC. 

■ (Orlnking boul of merry Ftllow*. ) 

FROSCU. Will BO oi>c drink? bo one hiagh? I will 
tench yoiitv grio. Why jou are like net straw to- 
day, yet at other times you blaze brightly enough. 

r.HANDEn. That fs your fault; you contribute no- 
thing towards it: no nonsense, no beastlinesd--' 

FHOSCH. (Tlirow. a glats »f wine oytr BRAN- 
]7£R*S bead.) There are both for you! - 

j:JIANDER. You double hog! 

FHOSCII, Why you wanted me to be so. 

SIEUEL. Out with him who quarrels ! With 
open heart strike up the song ! 'SWtll and shout! holla, 
hoiiat -ho ! 

IaLtmayer. Woe is me! I aar a loat man. Cot- 
foii, here! tire knave spUts my ears. ^ " 

SIISBEIk It is only when the vault echoes again, 
that one feels the true power of- the bass., 

FRUSCHv Right: out with him who takes any 
thtmr amiss. At taralara, da I 

ALTMAYER. A I taralara I 

FR03CH. Omi throats are toned. 

(He aingi.) 

T&e deaf, holy Ronsisii empire, hoir boMs it stiJl 
togethei 7 . ' 
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BRAKBER. A nasty song! psha, a political song! 
an offensive song! Thank God every morning of your 
life, tliat you have not ttuj Romish empire to care for. 
1, at least, esteem It no slight gaiif^tbat I am not em- 
peror nor chwiceUot, .Uut.tt« cannot tlo witlfonl a 
bead. We will ^choose a pope. You know what sort 
of qualification turns the scale, and elevates the man. 

(PROSCn »ing».) Soar up, Bfadam I^ightingale, 
give my aweetheart ten tlionsftud greeflftRS fo' ■»«• 
SIEUBL. No greeting, to the sweetheart; I- will 

not he*ir of it .- ^ 

FHOSCtl. Greeting to the sweetheart, and a kiss 

too ! Thou sbalt not hinder me. :. 

Open holts'! in stilly night , . 

Open bolt?! the lover wakes. 
Shut bolts! at morning's dawn. 

SIEDEL. .Aye, sing, sing on, and praiie ajnd ««• 
lebrate het} ttytora fur iaughiiig w41l.cotfte. She lias 
taken me in; she wUl do the same for ydu ftli^r she 
have a ^obgoblln lor-^a lover! He nay* toy. wUli her 
on a cross way;- An old he-* goat « on JUis return from 
tlie Bloektfbevg, may wUker good Jkight to lier on the 
gallop. A hearty fellow of gjenuine flesh anA biooil ta 
far too good fur the w«nc]|. 1 will hoftt of'4io gtee- 
ting , unless It be t« smasb iiev whtdaws. - 

JiBANUER, ■trikinA.tm the table. Attend, attend; 
liMteli to ine I Yon gentlcaie* aMUt altoiv ne 'to know 
something of life. Lovesick folks sit here, anflJ Itnist 



— 71 — 

give them •oneflili^g 'suiUbl* to the'r condition by 
w«^ •! g«od Dight Attend ! a song of the newest cut! 
and strike boJiMj in with the chorus. 

( He tings.) 

There was a rat in the cellar, who lived on no- 
thing but fat and batter, and had raised himself ap a 
paonfcli. fit for Doctor Luther himself. The cook had 
laid poison for him; then tire world became too hot 
fsr bin, as ff he liad love in his body. 

Chorus. As if he had love in his body. 

He ran round , be ran out, he drank of every pud- 
dle; he gnawed and scratcJied the whole hoase> but 
his fury availed nothing; he gave many a bound of 
agony j the poor beast was soon done for, as if he 
had love In his body. 

Chorus. As if etc. 

He c^tne running into the kitchen, for sheer pain, 
in open dnyliglit, fell on the earth and lay convulsed, 
al^ pahted pitiably. Then the poisoner exclMined, 
with a laugh — Ha! he is at his last gasp, aJ if he 
had tove lu.hiB body. 

Chorlis. As if etc. 

SIEHEL. How the flats chuckle 1 It is a fine t}tlifg, 
tb'be' sure, to lay poison for the poor rats. > 

UBAMJEA. They stand high in your favour, I 
dare say. 

ALTHAYER^ The bald- pated paunch ! Themis- 
sdventdre malies lifm humble and mild. He sees in the 
swoilea rat Ifis own image drawn to the life. 
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PAUST and AfEFHISTOPHELES. 

5IEVHIST. Before all tlungs else, I most bring 
you into merry company, that >oa may jee how light-* 
ly life. may be passed. These people make every da/ 
a feast. With little ivit and much self-complacency, 
each turns round in the narrow cix'cle - dance , liko 
kittens playing with their tails. So long as they baT« 
no headach to complain of, and so long as they can 
get credit from their host, they are merry and fi^e« 
from care. 

LRANDER. They are just off their journey; one 
may see as mach from their strange manner. They 
have not been here an hour. 

FHbSCrr. Thou art right } Leipsic Is the t>Iace for 
me: It is a little Paris, <and gives its folks a finish, 

SIEBEL. Whfd do you take the strangers tp lie? 

KKOSCH. Let me alone; in the drinking of a bum* 

per I will worm it out of them as easily as draw a 

child's tooth. They appear to me to be noblei they 

have a proud and discontented look» 

- URANDER. Mountebanks to a certainty, I wager. 

AI.TMAYER. LikeJy enough. 

JROSCV. Now mark; 1 will smoke them. 

MEPHIST. 10 FAUST, These people would never 
scent the devil, if he had them by the throat. 
FACST, Good morrow, gentlemen. 
SIEBEIi. Thanks, and good morrow to yon. 
"(Atido, lookiiig.i MEPHISTOPIIELE& aakanca.) 
Why does the fellow halt on one foot ? 



- 73 - 

UEBHIST. Will you permit ot to 'sit dovKii with 
jroa. We shall hare compuny to cheer as instead of 
goo4l llqaor, which Is not to be had* 

ALTMAYER. Yoa seem a very daint/ gentleman, 

FROSCII. I dare saj you are lately from Rippach ? 
Did you sup .with Mr. Haos before you left? 

ME pa I ST. We passed him vtUiiout stopping to- 
day. The last time we ^oke to him , he had much 
to say ^f his cousins; be'charged us with compiisaents 
to each. 

CWitli an inclination iowar49 FB080H. ) 

ALTMAYEK (uide). Thou hfist itthsrel he knows 
a tiling or t«vo. 

SIEUEL. A knowing fellow I 

FROSCII. Only wait, I shall have him presently. 

JIEPIIIST, . If I am not mistaken, we. beard Somo^ 
|[>ractised voices singing in chorus? Pio do«lKt singing 
must echo admirably from this vj^ultedt roof. 
'FROSCII. I dare say you are. a dUciktante. 

MEPHIST. Ob, not The power is weak, hot the 
desire is strong. 

ALTMAYER. Give us a song. 
'MEPHIST. As m^lny as you Tike. 

S-IEBEL. Only lut it be b run new. • 

MEPHIST. We are just returned from SpMn, the 
ftiir land of wine and song. . . 

{Ho'iingt.) 

^Okvc wais imte upon a time a king who had a 
gneat flite — ' , • » . •' 
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VnoSOH. Hark I A. fle*!; Did fon catch that? 

A flea is « fine ^oftt of dmp, . ■ y 

ftlEI'HiST. singly Thcr^'- WA9 onM upon » tfoM a 
king; Ite had a great flca^ and vr^ts as fond of it as 
had it been his own son. Then he called his tailor; 
th* tailor eame. ,^Therfe, measure th'e 'youngster for - 
clothes , and taiecsure him fbr breaches.'* ' 

lUiANDBR, Onlj don't forgbt to hnpress -it on 

I 

the tailoTto measirre irith Hie greatest itflfcety, and, 
as be lovel his- bead , to ittake the breediel stt 
smoothly. 

MEHHtdY. •lagii He was now attired in relvet 
and tillc,had-r}bb<kn9 tm his coat, had a cross besides, 
and was (orthwith made minister, add had a great 
star. Then his brotliitrs aa^ sisters aJsO became great 
folks. Aiiit the ladies iftid gentlemen at court were 
dreadfully tbmici»ted; from the i]neen td the waiting - 
woman tbey^ were pricked and bitten,' yet dared not 
crack nor semttft them awafy. But we craek and stifle 
fast enou^ when one prieks. 

C ho r HI. **- But we crack ete/ - 

' FROSClf. Bravo ! bravo ! That was caplUk 

. SIEBET.. ^0 pi^rish ere^ Sea. . 

BR ANDES. PoIiJl }onr finders ^ and nick them 
elettirtyi 

ALTMAYER. Liberty for ever! Wine for ever ! 

MEPHIST.. 1 would wilUngly drtikk « glaM tttlio- 
uour of libert^v, were your wine a thought- heitDr. 
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SIEBFL. You bad bettei ni»t I«t M ke^r ^at 



/ 



again ! 

M£PHIST, 1 am afsaid o£ giving oiTencie to tlie 
landlord, or I would tr^at these worthy g«atl«men put 
ot out Own 8to£k. 

. SI£BE,L. O, hriAg it in; I take tha blame npon 
myself. 

irnosCH. Giro us a good glaas, and we shall 
not be spacing of .o«r |^ raise ;onl> don't l<^t your sam* 
plea be too, small ; far if i am to. give an opuuon, I 
require. a regular mouthful. 

AiTtMAYER (aaldc); They are from the Ithilne, 
I giiess. 

^lEPHlST. Bring a. gimlet. 

imAKDER. Athat for? Tou surely have not the 
casks at the door? 

ALTAtAYlill. Behind there, is a iool chest qf, 

the landlord's. ... 

Ml&nHI8T. <t«1tio$ t1i9 gttalei>itb l^&OfiB.' N<»W Say, 

wliat wine wottU y<>tf vtHh to taste? 

FHQtiCU.: Wliat dtf yoa mean? Have yo« so mxtty 

•orts ? ' • ' 

■ VFE^it^SiT^ I give e^^cry atari Ws choice. ' 

ALTMAYER to FROSCH. Ah ! you begin to- Ifek. 
your lips aleeildy. - ' ■ ■ ■ --. 

FROSCH. Weill. ilC I am tp choose, I wHI iake 
Rhine wine. Our father ^land affords the best of gifts! 

MEPHIST. (bcu-in^ a hul« in ibc cd|je,of lUe ial>Ie 
where Froieh is tilling.) Get » little W|^ to make 
Stoppers immediately. / 



L 
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ALTMAYEfti Ah ♦ these art Juggler's trtckt. 
MEPHfST. to BRANDJiR, And you ? - 

liRANT)EK. I choose cbampaigne, and right Spar- 
klllTg it must be. 

(MEPIIIST. bores agaiu; one oT the othera ba« ia 

tfie mean t»me prepared Cbe wax.iloppers aud 

atnpped the boles. ) 

One cannot alWaj'S avoid vHikt l» foreign; what 

is good «ften lies so' far ofT. A triie tSemian cannot 

«bMe FrenchmcD , hut ha» no objection to their win«. 

SIEnEL(a9 MEPIIIST. apuroacbes bins.) 1 must 
own I do not like acid wine ; give me' a glass of go- 
Buino sweet 

MEPIIIST. boref, Yo'u shalt have Tokay io •r 
twinkling. - „ 

ALTMAYER, No, gen tlemen,» look me in the face. 
I see plainly you are only hiuking fun of as. 

MJBPHTSTv Hal hal that w«uld be taking too 
great a liberty with, such diptiligulshed guests. Quick I 
onAy vspo^k. out At. oiiise* i What wine fan I have the 
pleasure of serving you with? 

ALTMAYllB. Hith a»y i tiwre ia, qo need ef mach 
qa«Bti4»iii»g. 

(After all tbe b*lcs are bored and Stopped*) 

' MEfttWT* (tvrtfif tlrange ieslWei.) ^ • 

The vine beats grapeS.- 
• Thii he -goat bears horns, 
'•' ' Wine Is juicy, * - - . 

Vines are wood , • '* ' ' "' 
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Hie wooden llblo can also gifie wino. 
A deep iniight into nature! , 

Behold a miracle, onlj bare faith; 
I^ow drafv the stoppers and drtuk. 
ALL. 
(As ibay draw tbe slopperf, tad the. irina h« . choce 
rtm* into each man'* glai*.) 
Ob \ beautiful spring that flows for us ! 

MEPIIIST. Only take care not to spill any of it. 

(They drinilL repeatedly.) 

ALL eiag. >Ve are as happy as cannibals — - as 
five hundred swine. 

MEPiiiST. These people are now in their glory; 
nark, how merry they are. 

Fi>UST. 1 should .like to be off now. 

BfEPIIlST. But erst attend; their brntisluiesi \Till 
disptay itself right gloriously. 

SIEBEL. (Drink* careJeifly; the wine i« spilt upon 

fhe ground , and tarna to flame, ) 
-Help ! fire, help ! Hell It burning. 

MEPHIST. (wnjaring the flame). Be qntet, friend- 
1/ elenfent. 

(T* siEDEt.) This time It was only a drop of the 
fire of purgatoty. 

SIEBEIi. What may that be? Holdt yo« shall 
pay dearly for it. U seems that jou do not know us* . 

FFOSCH. He had better not try that a seeoiid 
time. ' 

ALTMATER. I tliink we '^ bad better «e|id trim ^ 
packing quietly. 
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SIEBEIi; Wkat^ Shr, dare yoa play off your ho- 
cus p<jca8 here ? " 

MEPHIST, SMeiice, oid wfri*-')utt. 

SIEBEL. Ilfot»i»8ttck! wMI you be fade to us too?- 

]}RANDER. .But hold! oY blows shall rain. 

' AtTMAYETl. (Oraw« a it op per from the uWe ; fire 

(Ilea out againat him. ) fbarnf I bom ! 

> SlKli£L. Sorcety ! ihrust home t the knare H fair 
game. 

(Tliey draw their kntrea, and attack MEPHISTO- 
PHEl.ES.) 

MKPRIST, (with fofcmii geitnrci.) 

False form and word, 

Chaiige sens ^ and' ptaee, 
-Be here, b.e thefft! 
(They «ta*l Anaawlt » wnA gaae on cath «rtheT.) 

ALTMAYER'. XVhere am 1 ? What a beautiful 

country ! 

' tnoscir. Tinerards ! Can I belive my eyes ? 

SIETiEL. And grftpj^ close «a hand ! 

BRAND^I!». Heca^-uqder .th«i;« ST«.eB l«aT»s« 8«e, 

what a st^m! see, what a bunch ! 

(He »«>zei S.Ui:UEL *y.,»,he doit. 'Fhc «>tl»«ra *> the 
same one \vilh tne other, and brandlah Iheir 
knives.) ' 

MSPflCST. (aa beCof-««} Erttor,' l<iose the bandage 
fitom thalr, eyc»! And do'^e rembmbtt the devH't 
aw>4e of j acting 1 

(He dUappeart with FAUST* The fellow* tUrt baek 
from op^ ano|iiei;.). ... ^ ' - 

SIEBEL. What's the matter ? 
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ALTM^YEB. How? 

r \ 

FAUST, Was that your nose? 

BRANDER to SIEBEL. And I have your'a in my 
hand ! . , . . 

KUn\KttlRj i% ^as a shocTt * which thrilled 
through ev«ry IMah I Giv^ nie a chair, 1 aih sinkMig. 

FHOSCff. Wo, dohfattellme': what haff happened? 
SIEBEL. Wiiere is the fello^? If I meet with 
bim,^. it shall be as much as his l^^e is worth. 

ALTMAYEH. I aaw bim with my owa eyes riding 
ont 0f the.jseUar d^ev ap«n a: cask. My feet feel as 
beayy as lead. . ' , 

(Turning towards the ta^Ie, ) 
My I I wonder whether. the wine Is flowing still ? 

Sllb^KL. It vfaa all jv ciiMt, a Jii», and a make>- 
belteve.; 

, FfiasCH. Yet it «eeiB«d to. bm as if I wa» drinking 
wiim* 

BBAND^^ Bnth^w Ti^; it. wia^«b« grapes? 

Al«TMAyi!;p, i^ ^ity^ 4)Q« x^x ^^ mSUi fliit; that 
oBeis n^4a h<eiUT« in wdiMlttfsl 



• » ' «. . . ■ •• !• .'.J ,,■ , ■ 



*- 80 ^ 



WITCHES' KITCHEN, 

I 

A Uff • canldroB i« liangiag orer the iire om ft low kMitli* 
DiiT^reai figarM are leea In ll^e fomet which ri«« 
^ from it* A Female Monkej ii •itting by tha cattldron 
and fkimming it, and taking care that it doea not 
run over. The Mala Menker is leated near with tha 
, x~ juvng anaa, and warming klnceir. Tfao walla and 
cutting are hang wiih thai atraagcst ftrliclaa of WiCcb 
furniture, • • 

FAUST. I loath this mad concern of ivitehcrafL 
Do jou promise me that 1 shall recover in this chaos 
ef insanitj? I>o I fteed an old bag's advice? Aiid 
will this mess of cookery reaHj take thirty years feodi 
my body ? Woe is me , if jroa imoTr vf nothing bet* 
ter! Hope is already gone. Has nature and has a 
noble spirit Aisiovered bo sort of balsam ? 

MlPrilST. My friend, new again yea speak' wise* 
ly ! There is also a natural fliude of renewfng 7otttl». 
But it is in another book , and is a strange chapter, 

^ FAUST. Let me know it 

3IEPHIST. Weil ! to liave a mean without menej, 
physician, or sorcery: betake thyself straightway to 
the field, begin to hack and dig, confine thyself and 
thy sense within a narrow circle; sopport thyself on 
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simple food; live iritii beasts as a beast, and think it • 
no robberj to manure the land you crop.- That is the 
best waj, believe me, to keep a man young to eiglity. 

FAirST. 1 am not used to it. I cannot bxing my-^ 
self. to take the spade in hand. The confined life does 
not suit me at all. 

MEI'kldlt. Then. joo. must have recourse to tlie 
^itch after alK 

FAUST. But vrhj the old woman in particular? 
Cannot jou brew the drink yourself? 

il^PHIST. That vrere a pretty pastime! I could 
build a thousand bridges in the time. Piiot art and 
Bcienc« only, but patience is required for the job. A 
quiet spirit is busy at it for yearar^ time, only makes 
this fine liquor strong. And the ingredients are ex- 
ceedingly curious. The devil,- it is "true » has taught 
it her, but the devil cannot make it. (Perceiving the 
M0KKEY.S) "S«e ivhat a pretty breed! That is the 
lass ~ that the lad. ( To , tfa* MONKEYS. ) -- It seems 
jooir mistress is not at home ? 

^HE MONKEYS, 
At the feast, 
Out of the house, 
Out and away by the chimney- stone! 

MEPHI8T. How long does she usually rake? 

THE MONKEYS. Whilst wc are warming our 
paws. 

MEFHIST. (IQ FAUST.) . What think you of the* 
pretty^oreatures?, \ - * " 

F 
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FAITST; The most disgusting I ever saw. 

MEPIIIST. Kay, a discourse like the present, is 
precisely wliat 1 am fondest of engaging in. 

(To ilie MONKEYS.) Tell me, accursed wlielps, 
what are ye stirring ap with the porridge? 

MONKKYS. We are cooking coarse beggars* broth. 

MEPHIST. You wiil have plenty of ettttomefs. 

THE HE MONKEY. 
(Approacliet and fawn* on i\;IEFHlSTOF{I£L£S. ) 
Oh, quick throw tiie dic«. 
And make me rich — ^ 

And let me win ! 
My fate is a sorry one. 
And liad I money - 
I should not want for consideration. 

MEPHIST* How happy the 'mo^lwy wonid think 
Jkimself, if be could only put Into the iotteiy. 

(Tiie YOUNG MONKEY^i luve, in Iht mMB Uim, 
been plvying wilh « Urge globe* and roU il for. 
ward*. ) _ 

THE HE MONKEY. 
That is the world; 
It rises and falls. 
And Milt •npeasingly. 
It rinsft Uk« #***•** 
How soon breaks that?- 
. It is hollow within) 
It glitters much berey 
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And itili more her« — 

I am aHvtt 1 

Mj dear aoD, 

Keep tJiee aloof; ' 

Thott must die! ^ 

It U of clar. 

This mftkes potsbards, 

MEPHIST. What U the tiere for? 

THE HE MONKPY takei it down. Wert thoa a 
thief, I ahouid know thee at once. 

( lie rons to the f«mal» and mak«a her look throogb. ) 
Look through the siere ! 
Doat thou reoognutt the thief? 
.And dareat not nam^ him ? 

MEPHIST., approaching the fire. And thlg pot? 

' THE M0NKEY3. 
The hirlf-witted aot! 
He knows not the pot! 
He kQows not the kettle! 

MISPIIIST. Unclrybrutel 

THE tlV. MONKEY. Take the brash h«r«; Vid tit 
down on the settle. 

. <«e aak«» MEPHIST. etl dewa. ) 
Fi^tJST. (Who all thii tima ha* be«a •fanding liefoie 
e'lookingglaaa, now approasbUf v^ ^^"^^ •tanding 
, off from it. ) '' 

What do I see 9 What a heavenly image abows 
rtselC in this magic mirror! O Lofe! lend me the , 
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■Triftest of thy Tvingt; and ^earme to her reglonl Ah I 
irbcn I stir from this spot, when I venture to go near, 
can onJy see her as in a mist» The loveliest image of 
a woman ! Is it possible — is vroman so* lovely? Must 
I see in these recumbent limbs the innermost essence 
of ali Heavens ? Is there any tiling lil^e it upon earth ? 

MEPIIIST. When a God first works hard for sis 
days, and himself says bravo at the end, It is l^nt na- 
tural that something clever should come of it. For this 
time look your fill. 1 know where to find out such a 
love for. you, &nd happ^ he whose fortune it is to bear 
Jier Jiome as a bridegroom. 

( FAUST centinuM looking into the mirror.^ MEPHI. 
8TOPHELE3, flrelckiDg himself on the aolile and 
playing with the bruah, continuea •peakipg.) 
Here I «it, like the king upon ht« tfaront; here is 
ny sceptre — I only want the crown. 

THE MONKEYS, (who baTc biihcrlo been plarinf 
all forts of •trange' antics, bring AEPUISTO- 
PHELES a crown , with loud acclamations. ) 
Ofit be so good as to glue the crown witii sweat 
»l|«l blood. , 

(They handle the erown awkwardlyt., and bYvak it 
into two pieces > with wb>oh they jomp aboau) 
Kow it is doae. 
We 8pe«k and see ; 
We hear and rhyme — 
FAUST, befoie the mirror. Woe is mel I Mo. be- 
cdming lUmost audi 
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3JEPHTST^ (poinling to lh« monkcyi*) |lj own 
bead begin^^to toMer noir. 

THE MONKEYS, . 
•- iLnd If we are lucky — 
' And if things fit, 

Then there are thoughts. 

FAUST, as before. My heart is beginning to barn. 
Do but l£t us begone immediatelj. 

MEPllIST., in llie fame pontion. Well, no 0B« 
CUB dt>ny, at any rate, that they are sfncere poets. 

(The raa!dron, wliich the SHE MONKEY h«« na. - 
glecUd, begini to boil oTcr; a great flame arises^ 
and stream* up the cUimney. The WITCH cornea 
aboaiiag do-wu through the flame with horribl* 
cries. ) , ,^ 

THE WITCH., 

Ough, ough, ough, ough! 

Damoed beast! Accursed sotvI 

IVeglecting the cauldron, scorching your dame'^ 

torsed beast! '. 

(Espying VAUST and MERHIST.) 

What now? 
Who are ye? 
What would ye here ? 
Who hath come slinking !n7 ' 
The red plague of fire 
Into your bones ! ^ 
(S^a dips the skimming ladle into the caaldron , sad 
fprinkles Barnes at FAUST, MEPHISTOPf ISLES, 
•ad Ihe MONKJ£YS. TbeMONKJSYtif whinperO 
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M121»HI9T..(Who iiivctu th« 1;l^«h wTifcli lie liolds 
in Ilia h#ndy and alrikoa «ttioag»t tliv gUue* find 
poU« ) 

To pieces ! 
To pieces ! 

There lies the porridge ! 
\ There lies the glass! 
It Is onlv carrying on the jest — beating time, thou 
cnrrion, to thy melody. 

{As tbe 'WITCH fteps back ih rage and amasetaeal.) 
DoSt thou recogniKe me , thou atomy,, thou scarecrow? 
Dost itfou. recognize tl^' lord and master ? What is 
there to hinder me from striking in good earnest, from 
dashing thee and tliy monkey -spirits to pieces? Hast 
tlioa no more 'any respect for the red doublet? Can'st 
thou not distinguish the cock's feather ? Have I con- 
cealed this face? Slust I then name mySetf? 

THE WITCH. O master, pardon tWs rough re- 
ception. But I see no cloven foot. Where then arc 
your two ravens ? ' 

MEPHIST. This once, the apology may serve* 
'For, to be sure, it is long since last we met. The 
march of intellect too , wiiich licks ail tbe world into 
shape, has even reached the -devil. The northern 
phantom is no more to be seen. Where 4o you nov 
see horns, tail, and" claws? And as for tlie foot, 
f^-Ucb I cannot do without, it would prejudice me in 
»Dcie(>'; therefore, like many a gallantj 1 have. worn 
false calves thest iMny^yeiin. s 
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THE WITCir, daneiag. I am almoftC betide my* 
self, to see the gallant Satan here again. 

MEPHT8T. The name, woman, I beg to be spared. 

- Tim WITCH* Wherefore? What has it done to 
you? 

MEPHIST. It has been iong written in story boolcs: 
but men are not the better for tbat; they are rid of 
the wiclied one «- the wid&ed have remained. Yota may 
call me Baron, that wiif do very well. I am a cavA* 
iter , like other cavaliers. You doubt not of my gentle 
blood; s_ee here, ^ese are the arms I bear! 

(He mukes an unseemly goatora.) 

r 

THE WITCH laugbs immoderaiclj. Ha, ha! That 
is in your way. You are the 8<-\nie mad wag as ever. 

MEPHIST. (lo FAUST.) My friend^ attend to 
this. This is the way to deal with witches. 

THE WITCH. Now, Sirs, say what you are for. 

MEPIIISTi A good glass of the juice you wot of. 
1 mast beg you to- let It be of Uie oldest. Years double 
its power, 

THE WITCH. Most willingly. Here is a bottle 
out of which' 1 sometimes stp a little myself; which, 
besides, no longer Minlis in the least. I will give 
you a gKlss with pleasure. (A*id«. ) But if this man 
drinks it unprepared, you well know he cannot live 
an hour. 

MEPHIST. He is a worthy friend of mine, on 
whom it will have «, good efi^qt* I grudge him not 
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the best of thy kitchen. Draw thy circle , ipell tby 

»pell«, and ^Ive him a cap fiiJl. 
(The WITCH, with slicaaga' ges^urn, draws a circle 
and placet rar« things in il; in th« mean traie, thn 
glaisea begin to ring, and the'cauldroa to sound and 
make music. Laally, the brings a great book, and 
places the MONKEYS in ihe cit'cle , who are made 
to serre her for a reading ^esk and bold the forcfaes. 
She signs to FAUST to approach.) 

FAUST (lo MEPHIST.) But tell me what is to 
come qi all this? This absurd apparatus, these frantio 
gestures, this most disgusting jugglery — I know them 
of old and thoroughly abominate them. 

MEPHIST. Pobh'! that is only fit to laugh at 
Don't be so fastidious. As mediciner she is obliged 
to play off some hocus-pocus, that the dose may 
operate well on you. (He makes FAUST inter th« 
circle. } 

TflE WITCH, with a strung emphasis, begins to de- 
claim from the book. 
You must understand, 
Of one make ten, 
"And let two go , - ' 
And three make t^eu; . '^ 
Then art thou rich. • 

Lose the*fopr,! 
Out of five and six. 
So says the Witch, 
Make sevbn and' eight, 
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Then it ts dvpe, ^ 

And nine is one, - - 

And ten is none. 
That 18 the witches one- times -one. 

'^FAUST« It seems to me that the.hag is raving. 

MEPHIST. Therp is a good deal more of it yet — 
I know it welt; the>whole book is to the same tune. 
I have wasted many an hour upon it, for a downright 
contradiction remains equally mysterious te wise folks 
and foots. BIy friend, the art is old and new. It has 
ever been the fashion to spread error instead of truth 
by three' and one,-, and one~ and three. It is' taught 
and prattled uninterruptedly. Who will concern them- 
selves about dolts'? Men are ^ont to believe, when 
tltey hear only words , that there mus^ be something 

inlt. 

THE WITCK conlinuct. 

The high power 

Of knowledge-. 

Hidden from the whole world I 

^ And he who thinks not) 

On him is it bestowed ; 

Jle has it without trouble. 

\ 

FAUST. What sort of nonsense is she reciting to 
BS ? My head is splitting ! I seem to heajT a hundred 
idiots declaiming in full chorus. 

MEPIIIST. Enough, enough, incomparable SybiU 
Hand us ^y drink, and fill the cup to the brim without 
more ado^ for tfiis draught will do jny friend no harm. 
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He is a man of many grades « who Jim fftken manj a 

good gulp already. 

(THE WITCH wJlh many c«remonie» pa«ira the Hqnor 
into a eup; as KAU8T lifU'tt t« his'muuth, ^ 
light flame aritec.) ^ 

f" MEPUIST. Down with it at once. Do not stand 
hesitating. It wilt soon warm your heart. Are you hail- 
fellow well -met with the devil, and afraid of fire. 
(The WITCH dissolves the cfrcic— FAUST steps out ) 

Mr.PHIST. Now forth at once ! You must not rest. 

THE WITCFT^ Much good may the draught do you. 

MEPHIST. ( to the WITCH.) And if I can do any 
tiling to pleasure ycu^you need only mention it to me 
on Walpurgfs' niglit. , 

THE WITCH. Here Is a song! if you sing it 
occasionally, it will have a particular effect on you. 

MEl-HIST. (to FAUST.) Come quick, and be 
guided by roe; you must necessarily perspire, to make 
tlie spirit worlc through blood and bone. I will after- 
wards te_ach yomto value the nobility of idleness, and 
^ou will feel ere long, with heartfelt delight; how Cu- 
pid bestirs himself and bounds hither and thither. 

FAUST. Let me only look another moment in the 
glass. That female form was too , too lovely. _» 

MEPHIST, Nay, nay; you shall isbon see the mo- 
del of all womankind in flesh and blood. , 

( asidt;* ) 

With this draught fn yotir body, you will sooA Bee a 
llefen in every woman yon meet. 
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THE STREET. 

FAtTST. (MAnOARET paiiini; fcy.) My pretty 
lady 9 may 1 take tire ^fberty of offering yeu' my ant ' 

AAd escort^ 

- ' • N^ 

MARlfMlfit. I ^m neitber lady, not pretty, and 

can go home without an escort. 

« (Sli« disengAgei lieNeir and exit.) 

FXUST. By^eaven^ this girl •• lovely! I liave_ 
never seen the like of her. Slie is bo well -behai^ed 
and virtuous, and something snappish withall. The 
redness of her lip, the 'light of her cheek — I shall 
never forget them all the days df my life. The manner 
ki which she ca^t ddwft her eyes is deeply stamped 
apon my heart; ^nd hoW tart she w«8 — U was ab<* 
6« lately ravlsiiing r 

MEPHIST, enlert. 

TAUSl". Hark, yon must get me the girl», 

MEPHIST. Which? 

FAUST. She passed bat now. 

M£PHIST, What she? She came twfik b«r coD'-. 
'fessor^ who abvolved li«r from all het sin». 1 stdle 
up cloM to th« «liair« It Is an innocent little thf«S , 
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that went for ntxt to nothing to the coyifessionaL Over 
her I have no p9wer, 

FAUST. Yet she is past fourteen!- 

MEPHTST. You positively- speak like Jack Rake, 

, who covets every sweet flower for himself, and fancies 

that there is neither honour nor favour which is not 

ta be bad for the piucking. But -this will not always 

d<S. „ . 

FAUST. My good Mr. Sermonlser , don't plagHS 
me with your morality. And, in a word, I fell yoa 
this : if the sweet ydung creature does not lie this 
very night in my arms, at midnight our compact is at 
an end. 

MEPHIST* Consider what is possible. I need « 
fortnight, at least, only to find an opportunity. 

FAUST« Had 1 but seven hours clear ^ I should 
not want the devil's^ assistance to seduce sucha child. 

MEPHIST. You talk now almost like a French- 
man : but don't fret.about it, I beg. What boots it to 
go straight to enjoyment? The delight is not so great 
by far as when you have kneaded and moulded th« 
doll on all sides with all sorts of nonsense, as many 
« French story teaches, 

FAUST. But I have appetite Wltliont all that 

MEPHIST. Now, seriously and without offence, 
I tell you once for all , that-the lovely girl H nSt to 
be had in such, a Jiurry ; notlting'here is to be taken 
by storm; we must have recourse to stratagem* " 
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FATJST. Get me something belonging to the angel. 
Carry me to her place of repoie ; get me a kerchief 
from her bosom, a garter of my love. 

MEPIIIST. That you may see my anxiety to mi- 
nister to your passion,— we will not lose a moment; 
this very day I tviIP conduct you to her chamber. 

FAUST. An4 shall I see herf have her? — 

BfEPHIST. No. She will be at a neighbour's. In 
the mean time, you , »ll alone, and in her atmosphere,' 
aay feast to sati<$ty on anticipated joy. 

FAUST. Can we go now?" 

MEPHIST. It js too early. 

FAU8T. Get me a present for her. C^xil, 

MEPHIST. Presents directly! Now that's capital ! 
That's the way to succeed ! I know many a fine plaqe 
and many a long- burled treasure. 1 must look them 
over a bit, LE»'*- 
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EVENING. 

A neat little Room. 

MARGARET, braUiag ««d biading up her bair. 
I would give somethiiig to iuiow who that goutlemaa 
was to^-daj! ^e bad a gallant bearing, and is of a 
aoble family I am sure. I could read that on his brow; 
besides, he would not else hare been so impudent.^ 

[Exit. 
MEPHWTOPHETJES — FAUST. 

MEPHIST. Come in — as softly as possible — 
only come in ! ' ' 

FAU5T, after a paaie. Leave me alone, 1 beg of 
you. 

MEPEIIST. , looking round. It Is not ev^ maiden 
that is so neat [Exit. / 

FAUST, looking roand. Welcome, Sweet twilight, 
that pervades this sanctuary 1 Possess my heart , d«r 
licious pangs of love, you who live languishing on the 
dew of hope I What a feelii^g of peace, order, and 
contentment breathes round ! What abundance in t&is 
poverty ! What bliss in this cell ! 
(He throw* hinucif ftpon ihev lealborn eaiy cWr by 
the tide of the bed. ) 
Ohi receive me, thou* who hast welcomed ( with open 
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arms, (n jdj and sonow, the generations that are 
past. Ah, bow often has a swarm of chiidren clustered 
ahoot'this patriarebal throne. Here, perhaps, in gra- 
titude for her Christmas -box, with the warm round 
cheek of childhood — has my beloved plouslv kissed 
the withered hand of her grandstre. Alaidcn, I feel 
ihy spirit of abundance and order flutter round me •— 
that spirit which daily instructs thee like a mother •— 
which bids thee spread the neat cloth upon the table' 
and cnrl the sand npon the floor. Dear hand ! so god* 
like! you make the hut a heaven; and here — 

( He Hfls up a bed - carlalo*) 
what blissful tremor seized me! Here could I linger 
for hours! INature! here, in light dreams, you matured 
the born angel. Here la^; the child ! its gentle bosom 
filled with warm life; and here, with weavings of 
hallowed purify, the divine image developed itself. 

And thou, what hast brought thee hither? How 
deeply moved I feel! What would'st thou here? AThy 
grows thy heart so heavy ? Poor Faust,^ I no longer 
know thee. 

Am I breathing an enchanted atmosphere? I pan- 
ted so for instant enjoyment, and feel myself dissol- 
ving into a dream of love. Are we the sport of every 
pressure of the air? 

And if she entered this very moment, how wo'uld>t 
thou atone for thy^guiit! The big boaster, alas, hovr 
shrunk! would lie, dissolved away, at her feeL 
MBPHIST.. Quick! I see her coming below. 
FAU^T, Away, away ! ^l return no more. 
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MEFHIST. Here U a casket tolerably- heayy* I 
took it from somewhere eise. Place it instantly iii the 
press. I promise you she will be fairly beside herself, 
1 pi^t baubles in it to gain another; hut jqhildren ar« 
d^ildren, and "play is pUy, all the world over, 
'. FAUST. I know Dot — shall 1? 

MKPHfST. Is that a thing to ask about? Per- 
chance you mean to keep the. treasure for yourself? 
In that case I advise you to spare the prjccious boars 
for your lusts, and further trouble to me. I hope you 
Are 9ot avaricious. I scratch my head, rub my hands •— 
(He placet the casket in ihe press antl closet the l«ck.) 

But^quick, away I ,— > to bend the sv^et youBg 
creature to your heart's desire; and now you look as 
If you. were going to the lecture -room — as if Physic 
and Illeta]>hysic were standing grey and bodily beforo 
yoU there. But away! [Exeunt. 

MARGARET, with a lamp. It feels so close, so 
sultry here. ( She opens the window. ) " And yet it i« 
not so very warm without. I begin to feel 1 kuow 
not how. 1 wish my ^mother would come home. I 
tremble all over; but l^am a silly, timid woman. (Sh« 
beginf to sIdj; as she andrasset herself,) 

Song. 
Thece was a king in Thule, faithful even to th«. 
grave, to whom his .dying mistress gave a gplden 
gpblet 

He prized nothing above it; he emptied ft at everj 
feast; his eyes overflowed as often as he drank oiit 
of it, ' . , 
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And irhen h^ came to die, he reckoned ap the 
cities io his kingdom; he grudged none of them to his 
l^eir, but not so with the goblet. 

4 He sat at the royal banquet^ with his knights 
Around him, in his proad ancestral hall , there in bis 
castle on the sea. 

There stood tlie old toper, took a parting draught 
of life's glow, and threw the hallowed gob let ilown 
Into the wares. 

He saw it splash, fill, and sink deep into the sea* 

his tjet fell, be never drank a drop more^ 

(S!i« optnt \h* preM to put a-vraj Ler clothcf, and 
perceivea the ca«lL«i.) 

How earae this beautiful casket here? I am sure 

I locked the press. It is very strange! -'What is in it, 

I wonder? Perhaps some one brought it as a pledge, 

and my mother lent money upon it A little key hangs 

by the ribbon; I have a good mind to open it. What 

is here? Good heavens! look! 1 hare never seen any 

thing like It In all my born days ! A set of trinketa a 

countess ■aight wear on the highest festival. How 

would die chain become me? To whom can such finery 

belong? (She pota them oa, and uralkt befora the lookiiig- 

glMt>r If the earrings were ISut mine! one cuts quite 

a different figure in them.' IVhut avails your beauty, 

poor maiden? Tliut way be all very pretty and good, 

but they let It all be. You are praised, half in pity; 

but after, gold presses — on gold hangs— everything. -^ 

Alas, for us poor ones ! 
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PROMENAI>E. • 

FAITST walking np ■nd down thongblfaliy. 'to him 

MEI^HIST. By all despised love! 6j the elements 
of hell! AVould that I knew ju>mething worse to curse 
by! 

FAUST, What is the matter? What is it that pin< 
ches yoa so sharply? I never saw such a (ace in my 
"life! ^ 

MEPHIST. I COD Id give myself to the devil dicectly, 
w«re I not the devil myself. 

FAtJST. Is 3 our brain disordered ? It becomes you 
truly to rave < like a madman. 

MEPHIST. Only think 1 A priest has carried off the 
jewels provided for Margaret. The mother get9 sight 
of the thing, and begins at once to have a' secret hor- 
ror of it. Truly the woman bath a fine nose, Is ever 
snuffling in h«r prayer-^book, and smells in every piiece 
of furniture whetjier the thing btf bofy or profane; and 
she plainly smells out in the jewels, that there was 
not mucJi blessing connected. with them. „My cliild/* 
said she, „ ill-gotten wealth ensnares the 'soul', con> 
suroes the blood. We will consecrate it to the Mother 
of God; she will gladden us with heavenly manna,*^ 
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Margaret made a Trry face; it U after all, thought she, 
a gift horse; and truly", he caonot be godrSBs, who 
brought it here so hafidsomelj. The mother sent for 
. a priest. Scarcely bad^he hearj the jest, but he see- 
med xreli pleased With the sight. He spoke: „this 
shows a gVbd disposition; who conquers himself, — he 
is the gainer. The church has a good stomach; she 
has eaten up whole countries, and has never jet over*- 
-eaten herself. The church alone, my good woman, can 
digest .unrighteous wealth." v 

FAUST. That is a general castoms a Jew and a 
King can do it too. 

MEPHIST. So saying he swept off clasp, chain and 
ring, as if they were so many mushrooms; thanked them' 
neither more nor less than if it had been a basket of 
nots; promised them all heavenly revVard — and" very 
much edified they were. 

FAUST. And Margaret — 

MEPHIST. Is now sitting full of restlessnes^; not 
knowing what to do with herself; thinks day and night 
on the trinkets, and still more on him who gave them 
to her. 

FAUST. My love's grief distresses me. Get her 
another set immediately. The ^rst were no great things 
after all. 

MBPHTST. OhJ to be sure, all is child's play to 
the gentleman ! 

FAU^iT. Do it, and order it as I wish. Stick clots 

G 2 
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to btr heighbonr. Don't b» a inilk-»i?a-watec,d«vll; 
and fctfeh a freib let of jevrcU. 

MEPHIST. With all WT heart, honoured Sir. 

A loTe-aick fool Hk« this puffs away sun, moon 
and all the stars Uidlffec€ntly , by way of pastime for 
hit Biistress. , . 
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THE NEIGHBOUR'S HOUSE. 



.MARTHA ftlone, God forgive mr dear hosband; 
he-liaS pot acted well towards ine* He goes straight 
away into the world, and .leaves me widowed and 
lonely. Yet truly 1 never did any thing to vex him; 
God knows 1 loved him to my heart. (Ska vrecpi.} - 
Perhaps he is actually dead. Ob,, torture ! Had I bat 
a certificate of l)ts death! 

MARGARET enren, . 
MAR6ARE.T. Martha! 

MARTHA. What is the matter, Margaret? 

MARGARET. My knees almost sink under ms! 
I have found just such another ebony cask<5t in my ^ 
pr^SB — and things absolutely magnificent, far costlier ^ 
than the first. 

MARTHA. Youlnitst say nothing aWont it to your - 
mother. 6he would carry it to the confessional again. 

MARGARET. Kow, only see! -only look at them! 

MARTHA, dretses bev up.in Ihrm. Oh?->'oa happy 
creature. ■ 

MA Rc; A RET. Unfortonately , I most no( be seen 
in them in the street, nor in the church. 

MARTHA. D« hot <y»m« over frequently lo me. 
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and put on tlie trinkets here in private. Walk a little 
hour up and, down before the lo6king- glass; we shall 
have our enjoyment in that. And then an occasioa 
t^ffers, a festival occurs, where, little by little, one 
lets folks see them; — first a tbain, then' .the pearl 
ear- rings.' Your mother, perhaps, will not observe it, 
or one niAy make some pretence to her* - 

>IARGAR£T« Bat who could -httve brought the 
two caskets? There is sotmething not rightabout it. 
4 '(S«ii(« one knock*). 

MARGARETr. Good God ! can that be toy mother ? 

MARTHA, looking through Uic^bllnds. It is ft stranger 
-- come in ! , . ^ 

MEPtllST, enter*. 1 hate made free to come In at 
once j I have to beg pardon of the ladies. 

(He slept back respectfully before Margaret.) 
I came to Hlquire after Mrs. Martha Schwerdtlein. 

MARTHA. I am she; what is your pleasure, Sir? 

MEPHIST. (aside to her). 1 know yo« now — that 
isenoughv You have a visitor of distinction here. 
Excuse the liberty 1 have takin. 1 will call again to 
the afternoon. 

MARTHA (aloud). Only think, child — of all things 
in the world ! this gentleman takes you for a lady. 

MARGARET. I am a^ poor young creature. Oh! 
Heavens , the gentleman is too obliging. The jeweU 
and ornaments are none of mine. 

MEI'HUT. Ahl it is not th« jewels alone. She 
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hM A min, a l«ok> lo striking How gte4 I am that 
I may «ta j. ' 

MARTHA. What do jon brills' tbes ? I am verj 
corioos — 

MEPDI^. I wish I had better news. I hope yon 
will not make me. suffer for it Your husband is dead, 
and sends joa his compliments. 

MARTHA. Is dead! the good Joul! Oh, woe is 
me! Mr husband is. dead ! Ah, I shaJi die4 

MARGARET. Dej^r, good Martha, don't despair. 

»!£l*EilST. Listen to the melancholy tale. 

MARGARET. For this reason I should wish never 
to be in love for all the days of my life. The loss 
would grieve me to death. 

MEPHIST. Joy must hartf sorrow — sorrow, joy. 

MARTHA. Relate to me the close of bi^ life. 

MEPHIST. He lies buried in Padua at St. Antony's, 
In a spot well consecrated for a bed of rest , — eter- 
nally cool. 

BIARTHA. Havo. you nothing else (]pr me? 

MEPHIST. Yes, a request, big and heavy! be sure 
to have three hundred masses sung for him. For the 
rest, my pockets are empty. 

MARTHA. What! not a coin by way of token? 
Kot a trinket? what every journeyman mechanic hus- 
bands at the bottom of his pouch; saved as a keepsake, 
and rather starves, rather begs — 
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MEPRlSt. . Madam, I am retf totrfi BiNfae reallf 
lias not Sjquandered away his money. He, too, bittwl^ 
repented of hit sins^ aye, 4Dd bewbUed ills ill —lucft 
stiU more. 

MABGAE£T« Ah ! that morUto should bo so ui.' 
lucky. Assuredly I will sinj^many a requiem for him. 

MEPHIST. You deserve to b« married directly. 
Tou are an amiable girl. 

^.MABGABET. jOh, no, there is time enough for 
that. ■■ 

ATEPHISf. If not a husband, then a gallant in the 
.meantime. It were one of the b est gifts of heaven to 
have so sweet a thing in one's arms. 

MABGABET., That is not . the custom in this 
country. 

MEPHIST, Custom or no(, such tUngs do come 
to pass though. 

JVIARTHA. But relate to me -^ 

MEPHIST. I stood by his death -bed. It was 
somewhat better than dang, - of half-rotten straw; 
but he died 4ike a Christian, and found that he had 
Stiil much more upon his score. „How thoroughly," 
be cried, „must I detest myself — to run away from 
my business and my wife in such a.njanner. Oh! the 
recollection Is death to me. If she could but forgive 
me in this life ! " — . 

MARTHA (weeping.) The good man ! I hare 
long since forgiven him. 
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MEPHTST, „Birt, God knovrs, she was mor^ in 
ftnilt than-I.** 

MARTHA. He lied then!^ What, tell lies on th4 
brink oT the grave ! 

MJBPUIST. Jle certainly faMed^lth his last breath. 
Iff am but half a connoisseur. 9,1,** said he, „had 
no occasion to gape /or {lastime — first to get ckil« 
dren, and then bread. for them — ■ and bcead in the 
w[dest -sense) — and could not even eat my share in 
peace." - ^ 

MARTHA. Did he thus forget all my faith, all 
my love — :my drudgery by day and night? 

MErHWT, Hot so; he affectionately reflected "oa 
it. He said: „When, I left Malta, I prayed fervently 
for my jvife and children; and heaven Was so far fa* 
vourabie; that oar s^ip took a Turkish vessel, whiclf 
carried a treasure of the great sultan. Bravery had 
Its reward, and, as was no mor^ than right, | got 
my fair sli«tre of It." 

, MARTHA. How! Where! Can behave buried it? 

MEPHrST. Wlip knows where it is now scatte- 
red to the four winds of heaven ? / A fair damsel took 
an interest In' him as he was strolling about, a stran- 
ger, in Knplus. She manifested great fondness and 
fidelity towards him; so much so, that he felt it even 
unto Ms blessed end. ■ 

MARTHA. The villain ! 'the robber of his children! 
And all the wretchedness, all the poverty, could not 
check 4ii8 scandalous life. ' ' ' 
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>fEPH1ST. But consid^, lie Ji«a paid (of i^ frith 
his life. Kow, werte I in joar place, I nveuid ^nourn 
hiin for one chaste ifeor, and hu^re an e>e toward* a 
new sweetheart in the meantime. 

.MARTHA. Ob God! bat I shall ;iat easily in this 
wcrrJd find another like my first. There could hardfy 
be a kinder - hearted fool: he only loved beln$ away 
from home -too much , and stranger women , and stran- 
ger wine, ttijidthe cursed dicing^ 

MEPUIST. Well, well, things might have gone 
on very well , if he, on his part, only winked at an 
equal number of peccadillos in yoil. I protest, upon 
this condition, l.would change rings with you myself! 

MARTHA. Oh , the gentleman Is pleased to jest. 

MEPHIST. (Mide.) Kow It is full time to be off. 
I dare Say she ^would take the devil himself at bis 
word. 

( lo MARGARET.) Ho%v feels your heart? 

MARGARET. What do you mean ? 

MEPHiST. c ulde,) Good , innocent cl^ild. 
, r- (aloud) ^, 

Farewell , ladies ! ^ 

MARGARET. Farewell! - 

MARTHA. Oh, but tell me quickly I I should 
like to have a certificate where ^ h<^w, and wb«n my 
love died and was buried. I was always a friend to 
regularity, and should like to read hia death is the 
weekly papers. 
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MEPHIST. Aye, my good Madam, the truth is 

manifested by the testimony of two witnesses all the 

'^vorld over; and I have a gallant companion, irhom 

I will bring before the judge for you. I will fetch 

kim here. 

MARTHA. Oh , pt»y do ! 

MEPH1ST. And the young My will be here too? 
— > a One lad ! has travelled much, and shows all pos- 
sible politeness to the ladies. 

BIARGARBT. I dhoilld be covered with confusion 
in the presence of the gentleman. 

MEPHIST, In the -presence of no kl^g on earth. 

MARTHA. Behind the house there, in n^ gai^den, 
we shall expect you botli this evening. 
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THE STRBET. 

FAUST — MEPHISTOPHELE^. 
FAUST. -How bare you managed? Is it In train ? 

Will it soon- do ? 

MEPHIST. Bravo! Do l- find yon ail on 6re ? 
Margaret will very sliortly be your's. Tills evening 
you will sec her at her fieiglibour ^lartha's. That is 
a woman especially chosen, as it were, for^the pro- 
curess and gypsey calling. 

FAUST, So far so good» 
^MEPHIST. Somediing, however, Is required of u«. 

FAUST. X)ne good turn deserves another. 

MEPHIST. We have only to malte a formal de- 
position that the extended limbs of her lord repose in 
holy ground in Padua* 

FAUST. Wisely done! We shall first be obliged 
to take the journey thither, I suppose, 

ME:i*HIST. Sancta simpHcKas! There is no ne- 
cessity for that. Only bear witness without knowiog 
much about the matter. 

FAC7ST. If you have nothing better, to propose, • 
the scheme is at an end. 

MEPHIST. Oh, ho iy man! There's for yon now ! 
Is it the first time in your life that you h4ve bone 
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f»tse testio^ony ? Hare you not confidently, given d*- 
iinitions of God , of the world, and of wliaterer nio- 
ro3 in it —- of man^ and of tlie workings of hiv head 
and heart — vrith unabashed front , dauntless breast? 
And, looking fairly at the real .nature of things, did 
you -^ you must confess ybn did iiot~- did~yoa knoW' 
as much of these matters as of Mr. Schwerdtieln's 

4eath? ; 

FAUST. ,Thoa art and ever wilt be a liar, a sophist. 

MEFHIST. . Aye , if one did net look a little dee- 
per. To morrow, too, will you not, In all honour, 
fuake a foot of poor Margaret , and sweat (o love 
her with all yonr soul ? > 

FAUST. And truly from my heart. 

MBPHIST. Fine talking! Then will jou speak of 
eternal truth and love — of one exclusive, all-absorbing 
passion ; — will that also come from the heart? 

P'AUST. Peace— It will! — when I feel, and 
seek atiame for the passion,, the phrenzy, but find 
none; then range with all my senses throujjh the world, 
grasp at all the most sublime expressions, and call 
t|iis flame, which is consuming me, endless, eternal, 
eternal ! — la that a devilish play of lies? 

'MCPHI8T. I am tight for all that 

FAUST. Hear! mark this, I beg of you, and spare 
my lungs. H« who is determined to be right and has 
bota tongue, will be right undoubtedly,. But come, 
f am tired of goss^ing. For you ate right, particu- 
larly because I cannot help myself. 
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GARDEN. 

MAI^GARGT on 'FAUST'S arm, MARTHA willi ME- 
FHISTOPHELES, walking up and duTtn. 

MARGARET. I am sttre that you are only triaiag 
with me — letling yourself down to .shame me. Tra- 
Tellers are wont to pat up with things out of compla- 

> 

cency. I know too well that my poor prattle cannot 
entertain a' man of your eKperlence. 

FAUST* A glance f a word from thee, gives grea- 
ter pleasure than all the wisdom o^this world. 

(He kisses ber hand.j 

MARGARET. D9n't inconvenience yourself I How 
can you kiss it? It is so coarse, so hard. I have 
been obliged to do — heaven knows what not ; my 
mother is indeed too close. (They past on.) 

MARTHA. And yon, Sir, «re always traTeiilng 
in this masiier? 

• MEPHIST. Alas , tbat basinets and dn^ dioiiM 
force us to It ! How many a place etio Y]uits with re- 
gret, and yet may no tarry ia It t 

MARTHA. It does very well in the wild years 
of youth, to rove about freely through the world. But 
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the evil day comes at last, and to sneak a solitary- 
old bachelor to the grave •— that was never well fur 
a»y one yet. 

MEHHIST. I shudder at the distant view of it. 

MARTHA. Then, worthy Sir, think better of it 
in time. \ ( Thay past on. ) 

MARGARET, Aye! out of sisbt out of mind! 
Politeness sits easily on you. But yQU have friends 
in abundance: they are more sensible titan I am. « 

FAUST. O, thott excellent creature! believe me, 
what is caUed sensible, often better deserves the 
name of va«i%y and narrow >miBdedness* 

MARGARET. How? ' 

FAUST. /Alas, that simplicily, that innocence, 
never appreciates itself and Its own hallovved worth! 
That humility, lowliness — the highest gifts of love- 
fraught • bounteo\is nature — 

MARGARET. Only think of me one Ijtile mkiate; 
I^shall have time enough to tiiiok of you. 

FAUST, Yon are much alone, tdare say? 

MARGARET. Tes, our household is but small, 
Itnd yet it must be looked ,after. We keep no maid; 
I am obligeti to cook, sweep, knit and sew, and run^ 
eaily and late. And my mother is so precise in every 
thing I I7ot' that she h^r such pressing occasion to 
restrict herself. We might do more than many others. 
my father left a nice little property — a small house 
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»nd garden nesr the town. HoweTer, my dajt at pre- 
sent are tolerably quiet My brother is a soldier; my 
little sister Is dead. I bad my fall share of trouble 
with her, but I would gladly take all the anxiety upon 
myself again, so dear wa^ the child to me. 

-^ FAUST.' An angel, if it resemble thee! 

MAR(;AR£T. I brought It up, and it loved m« 
dearly. It ~ was bom after my'fatlier's death. We gave 
tip my mother foi^ lost, so sad was the condlton she 
then fay in; and she recovered very slowly, by de- 
grees. Thus she coufd not think of suckling the poor, 
little worm, and so I brought.it up, all by myself, 
wfth milk and water. It thus- became my own. On 
my arm, In my b^sem, it smiled, and sprawled, and 
grew. 

FAUST. Von have felt, no doubt, the purest joy. 

MARGAREl". And many anxious hours, too. The 
tittle one's cradle stood at night by my bed-side: it 
could scarcely move but I was awake ; now obliged 
to give it drink ; now to take It to bed to me ; now, 
when it would not 'be quiet, to rise from bed, and 
walk .up And down in the room dandling It; and "early 
In the morning , stand already at the washtub : then 
go to market and see to die house; and so on , day 
after day. Under such clropmstances, Sir, oneJs not 
ahvays In spirits; but food «nd rest relish the better 
for it. (Th^y P*** 0"') 

MARTHA. Tlie poor women have the worst of 
it. It Is no easy matter to convert an old bachelor. 
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M£;PHIST, It onlj d^pendf on one like you to 
teach me better. 

MARTHA.' Tell me plalhfj, Sir, have you never 
met with any one? Has your heart never attached 
itself any where? 

MEHUIST. The proverb says — a hearth of ones 
owift, a good virife, are worth pearls and gold. « 

MARTHA, I mean , have you never had an in- ' 
clination ? , 

■ MBPHIST. 1 have been in general very politely 
received. 

AfARTHA. I wished to say — Was your heart 

nevet seriously affected ? ' 

M£PHIST. One should never venture to joke with 
women. 

MARTHA. Ah, you do not understand me. 

MEVmsT. I am heartily sorry for it. But I un- 
derstand — that you are very kind, (f hey past on.) 

FAUST. You knew me again, you little angel, 
the moment 1 entered the, garden. 

.MARGARET. Did you not see it? I cast down 
my eyes. 

- FAUST. And you forgive the liberty 1 took — 
my impudence as you were leaving the cathedral. 

MAUGARF.T. I was quite abashed. Such a thing 
bad never happened to me before, no one could say 
anything bad of me. Alas, thought 1, hus he Eeen 

IT " 
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any thing bold, unmaidenlj , in Ay behaviour? It 
se^ed as if the thought suddenly struck him. ^,1 
jieed stand on no cpremony Tvith this girl, „1 must 
own I Itncw not what began to stir in your favour 
here; but certainly I was right angry with myself for 
not being able to be more angry with you. . 

, FAUST, Sweet love J 

MARGARET. Wait a moment! 

(She plucks a star- fluwer, and picVs off the IcaTCS 
one after the oilier), 

FAUST, What is that for — a nosegay? ^ 

MAflGARBT. No, only lor a game, v 

FAUST. How! 

MAB6ABET. Go! Yon will laugh at me. 

(She plucks olF the leaves and murmurs to herself). 

FAUST. What are yon murmuring? 

MABGARET, lialF aloud. He loves me — he loyes 
me not ! 

FAUST. Thou angelic being ! 

M^K^ABET continuen. Loves me -^ not *— loves 

me — not — ^ ' ' ■ 

(Plucking off the last leaf with fond delight). 
He loves me! 

FAUST. Tefi, ray child. Lei this floorer -prophecy 
be to thee as a judgment fromiieaven. He loves thee! 
dost thou understand what that means? He loves 
thee! (tte takes both her hands). 
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MARGAHET. 1 tremble all over! . * 

FAUST. Oh, tremble not. Let this look, let this 
pressure of the hand, say to thee what is unutterable? — 
to give oiirsefves up wholly, and feel a bliss which 
must be eternal ! Eternal ! — its end would be despair! 

No, no end! do ea^? 

( MAilGARET presies bia hancla, breaks from liim, and 
runs away. Tic stands a momeBt in thoagbt ,_ and 
then follows her). 

MARTHA, approaching. The night is coming on» 

MEPHIST. Aye, and we will away. 

MARTHA. I wpuld ask: you to staj' here, longer, 
but it is a wicked place^ One would suppose no one 
bad any other object or occupation than to gape after 
hts neighbour's incomings and outgoings. And. one 
eomes to be talked about, befaare as one wUl. And 
oar pair of lovers ? 

MEPHIST. Have flown np the walk yonder. Wan- 
ton butterflies! - 

MARTHA. He seems fdnd of her. 

ImEPHIST. And she of him. Such is the way of 
tho TTorld. 
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A SUMMER HOUSE. 

(MA-RG^ARET runs in, gtU beWnd tU« door, }iold« the 
tip of h«r finger to hor Hpi, «nd peeps through the 
crerlce). ^ 

MARGARfeT, He come?? 

KArST eaf cri. Ah, rogue, is it thus'yoo trifle with 

me? 1 have caught you at last. (He kis.ee her). 

MARGARET, (enhracing him and reluming the kiw). 

Dearest! from ny heart I lore thee! 

(MEPHISTOFHELES knock ). 

FAUST, etampifig. Who it there? 
MEPHIST. A friend. - 
FAUST. A brute. • 

MEPHIST. It is time to part, I believe. 
MARTHA eome'a up. Yes, it is late. Sir. 
' FAUST. May I not accompany you? 

MARGARET. My rootlier vi'ould — fareT^rell! 
FAUST. Must I then go? Farewell! 
MARTHA. Adieu! 
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MARGARET. Till oiir next speedy meeting ! 

(FAUST and MEHHISTOPHULES •xtunt]. 

MARGARET. Gracious God ! How many things 
such a man can think aboat! How abashed I stand 
in his presence, and say yea Co every thing f I am but 
a poor silly girl ; 1 cannot conceive what be sees in me* 
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FOREST AND CAVERN. 

I'AUST, alone. Sublime sptrlt! thou gavest me, 
gavest me every thing I prayed for, Kot In vain didst 
thou turn thy face in fire to me. , Thou gavest me glo- 
rious nature for a kingdom, with power toteel, to 
enjoy her. It is not merely i cold wondering visit 
that thou permittest me ; thou grudgest me not to look 
into her deep bosom, as into the bosom of a friend. 
Thou passest in review before me the whole series 
of animated things* and teach«st me to know my 
brotbet^ in the atiii woo'd, in the air, and in the water. 
And when the storm roars and creaks in the forest, 
and the giant -pine, precipitating Its neighbour-boughs 
and neighbour - stems, sweeps, crushing, down, — and 
the mountain thupders witli a dead holldW muttering 
to tlie fall^ — then thou bearest^me off to the sheltered 
cave; then thou sbewest me to myself, «nd deep my- 
sterious wonders of my own breast reveal themselves. 
And when the clear moon, with its soothing influences, 
rises full In my vTew, — from the wall- like rocks, out 
of the damp underwood, the silvery forms of past ages 
hover up to me , and soften the austere pleasure of 
contemplation. 

Oh, ROW I feel that nothing perfect falls to the lot 
of man! With this beatitude, which brings me nearer 
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and nearer to the gods, thou gavest me the companion, 
whom already I cannc^t do rrtthout; althongh, cold and 
his<yient, he degrades me fn mf own eyes, and toms 
thy gifts to nothing with a breath. He is ever kind^ 
ling^ a witdfire in my heart for that lovely iniage. Thus 
do 1 reel from desire to enjoyment, and in enjoyment 
languish for desire. 

MSPHI.ST. euien. Have yon not had enough of this 
kind of life? Ho>v can yoa delight in it so long? It 
is all iveil enough to try once, bat dien on, Again to 
something new. 

FAUi>T. I woaid you bad Something else to do 
than to piftgae me in my happier hour. 

MEPHIST.^ Well, well! I ^111 let you alone if 
you wish. You need not say so in 'earnest. Truly, it 
is little to lose an ungracioas, 'peevish and crazy com- 
panion in you. The livelong day. one has one's hands 
full. One cannot read in your worship's face what 
pleases you, and what to let alone, 

FAUST. That ir just the right tone! He would 
fain be. 'thanked for wearying me to death. 

MKVHIST. Poor son of earth! what sort of life 
woaid you have led without me? 1 have cured you, 
for some' time to Come, of the crotchets of Imagination, 
and, but for me; yoq %vouid already have taken your de- 
parture from this globe. Why mope in caverns and 
fissures of rocks, like an owl? AVliy sip in noarish- 
ment from sodden moss and dripping stone, like a 
toadj A fairy aweet pastime! The doctor still sticks 
to- you. .. .w 
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FAUST. Dost thou understand vhat D€W life- 
power tliis w&nileriiig in tbe desert pracures for me? 
Aye, eould'st thou have but a, dim presentiment of it, 
thou would'st be devil enotigh^ to grudge me my enjoj- 
meiU. . 

MEPEiTST. A super -earthly pleasure! To lie on 
the mountains in darkness and dew — clasp earth and 
heaven ecstatically — swell yourself up to a godhead — 
rake through the earth's marrow with your, thronging 
presentiments — > feel the whole siaL days' work in 
your bosom — In haughty might enjoy I know not 
jvhat — now overflow,^ In love's raptures, Into ail, 
with your earthly nature cast Mjde — and then the' 
lofy intuiUon (nviih a gviturc) . — I must not say bow 
— to end! 

FAfiST. Fye npon yon! 

MBPHrST. Tikat is net to yonr iUind. Yov are 
entitled to cry fye I so morally! We must npt name 
to chaste ears what chaste hearts cannot renonnce. 
And, in a word , I do not grudge yon the pleasure of 
lying to yourself occasionally. But you will Aot keep 
it up long. You are already driven back Into your old 
course, and, if this holds much longer, Will be fretted 
into madness or torture and horror. Enough of this! 
your little love sits yonder at home, and all to her Is 
confined and melancholy. You are never absent tntm 
her thoughts. She loves yon all subddlngly.. At first, 
your passion came overflowing, like a snow - flushed 
rivulet; you have ponred it i|>to her heart,' and lo! 
your rivulet is dry'again, Methinks, Instead of ceigniDg 
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in tfce wooilt, yoor worship wonhl do well to reward 
the poor young monkey for her love. The ^tiine seems 
UmenUblj Iodr to her;, she stands at tlie window and 
watches the clouds roll away over the old walls of the 
town. ,,W«re I a bird!" so runs her song, during all 
the day and half the night One while she hi cfaeerAil, 
Mostly sad, — one while fairly outwept:-^ then, again, 
composed,- to all appearance — and ever lovesick! 

FAUST. Serpent ! serpent! 

MEPHIST. (■•idc). Good! if I can bat catch you! 

FAUST. Reprobate! take thyself away, and name 
not the lovely woman. Bring not the desire for her 
•weet body before my half- distracted senses again! 

MEPHIST. Whatlsto be done, then? She thinks 
that you are off, and in some manner yoU are. 

FAUST. I am near her, and were I ever so far off, 
I can never forget, never lose her. ?(ay, I already envy 
the very body of the Lord when her lips are touch* 
tog It ' "* 

MBPHtST. Very well , my friend. I have often 
envied you the twin -pair, which feed among roses. 

FAUST. Pander! begone. 

MEPHIST, Good again! Ton rail, and I cannot 
help laughing. The God who made lad and lass, well 
nnderstood the noble calling of making opportunity too. 
But away, it is a mighty mattered be sad about! 
You should -betake yourself to your misBtret't Cham* 
ber — not, I thUik, to death. 



_ 122 — 

FAUST. Whttt are the joys of heaven In he^ anAn? 
Let me kin4le on her breast! Do I not feel her wretch- 
edness unceasing] J? Am I not the outcast ^^ the 
houseless one? — .the monster Trtthout aim. or rest -~ 
^'ho, lil^e a cataract, dashed from rock to rock, \n^ 
devouring fury towards the precipice?. And she, upon 
tlie.slde, vrith dilldiike simplicity, in her IKtle- cot upon 
the lltti« raoiintain fifeld, and alt b^r homely cares em- 
braced within that little world! And I, the hated of 
God — it was not enough fur me to grasp the rocks 
and smite them to shatters! Her, her peace, must I 
undermine! •— Hell, thou oould*st not rest wKlioutthis 
sacrifice! Devil, help me to shorten the pangl Let 
what mast be, be qoickty! Let her fate fall crushing 
upon me, and both. of us perish together! 

MEPHIST. How it seethes and glows again ! Get 
in, and comfort her, you fool! — \> hen such a noddle 
sees no ontiut, it iu:mc(Iiatcly tepresents to itself the 
end. He who bears himself .bravely, for ever! And 
yet, on other occasions, you have a fair" spice of the 
devil ill you, I know nothing in the world more in> 
sipid than a devil that despairs. 
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MARJGARET'S JIOOM. 

MARGARET, alone, at tli.<)..ipi4ping TrlMcI. 

My peace is gone; 
My h*art is heavy; 
I sliail find it never, 
And, never more. ' 

Where I have him not, 
Is the grave to ipe. 
The wl^olc world 
Is embittered to me 

Mt poor head 
Is wandering, 
My feeble sens^e 
Distraught. 

My peace is gone^ 
My heart is heavy; 
I shall find it never. 
And. never more. 

For him alone look \ 
Out at the window! 
For him alone go I 
Out of the hoose! 
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His stately step, 
His noble form; 
The smile of his month. 
The power of his eyes. 

And of his speech 
llM witching aow ; 
The pressure of his hand , 
And, ahi his kissl 

My peace IS gone; 
My heart is heavy; 
1 shall find it Jiever , 
And never more. 

My bosom straggles 
After him. 

Ah! could I enfold faia 
And hold him!, and kiss him 
•As I would! 
On his kisses 
Would I die away! 
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MARTHA'S GARDEN. 

' mahgaret. — faust. 

^ MABGARET. Promise, me, Henry! 
FAUST. What I can ! 

MAH6ARET, Now, tell me, l^oxr do you feel as 
to religion? You are a dear, good man, but I believe 
yon doki't thinlc much of it. 

FAUST. No more of that, my child! you feel I 
love you: 1 would lay. down my life for those I love, 
nor would I deprive any o.f their feeling and th^eir 
church. 

MARCIARET. That is not right; we must helieve 
tn It. 

FAUST. Must we? 

MARGARET. Ah ! If I had any influence over you ! . 
Resides, you do not honour the holy sacraments. 

FAUST. I honour them. 

MAnttARET. But without de"siring them. It is 
long since you went to mass or confession. Do you 
believe in God ? 

PAUST, My love, who dares say, I believe in 
God ? You may ask priests and philosophers, and their 
answer will appear but a mockery of. the questioner. 
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MARGABET. You don't believt, then 

FAUST. Mistake *ie not, then lovely one! Who 
dare name him? and who avow: „1 believe in him?" 
\Vho feei 4- and dace to saj: ,,1 bfilieve in him not?" 
The All -embracer, the AU-su$tainer, does he not em- 
brace and sustain thee, me, himself? Does not the 
heaven arch Itself there above? — Lies not the earth 
firm here below? — And da not eternal stars rise, 
kindly twinkling, on high t -^ Are we not Toofeimg into 
each other's eyes, and is not all thronging to thy head 
and bepxt, and we^^viug in eternal mystery, invisibly — 
visibly, about thee? With it fill tby heart, big as it 
is, and when thou art wholly blest in the feeling, then 
call it what thon wilt! Call it Bliss! — Heart! — 
Love! — God! I have no name for it! Feeling is all 
In all. Name is sound and smoke, clouding heaven^s 
glow. 

MARGARET. TJiat is ajl vefy fine and good. The 
priest says nearly the same, only with somewhat dif- 
ferent words. 

FAUST. All heardk in ail places under the blessed 
light af day say it^ each in' its own language — why 
not in mine? 

MARGARET. Thus taken, It may pass; but, for 
all that, there is something wrong about it, for tiioa 
hast no Christianity. 

FAU5T. Dear child ! • 

BIAR^ARET. r have long b««n grierc« at th« 
eoBipany^ I s«e you io. 
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FAUST. How 80 ? 

MARGAHET. The man yoa have with yoa is hate- 
ful to me in my inmost soul. Nothing in the whole 
coarse of my iife has given my heart such a pang , as 
the repulsive visage of that man. 

FAUST. Fear him not. 

MAR6ABET. His presence makes my blood creep. 
With.tliis esiLception, I have kind feelings towards 
every body. But, much as, I long to see you, I have 
an unaccountable horror of that man, and hold him 
for a rogue besides. God^ forgive me, if I do him 
wrong. 

FAUST. There must be such oddities, notwith- 
standing. ' ' 

MARGABET. I would not live with the [ikt of 
him. Whenever he comes, to the door, he looks in so 
mockingly ,/ and with fury but half -suppressed; one 
sees that he sympathises with nothing. It is written 
on his - forehead , that he can love no living soul. I 
feel so happy in thy arms — so unrestriiined — in such 
glowing abandonment; and his presence closer up my 
heart's core. 

FAUST. You misgiving angel, yoa! ' 

MARGABET. It overcomes me to such a degjpee, 
that when he but chances to join us , 1 even think I 
do not love you any longer. And in his presence,-! 
ihould never be able to j)ray; and th^ eats into my 
heart. You, too, Henry, must feci the tame. 
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FAUST. You have an antipathy, that is all. 

- MABG^A££r I must go now. 

FArST. Ah, can 1 never rerllne one little hoar 
nndistuHied upon thy bosom, and press heart to heart 
and soul to si)61 ! 

MARCAKET. Ah, did 1 hut sleep alone! I would 
gladly leave the door unbolted ft)r you this very night. 
But my mother does not sleep sound, and where she 
to cutch us , I shi>uld die upon the spot. 

FAUST. Thou an|;cl, there is no fear of that. 
You see this pfaiai ! Only three drops in her driuL 
will gently envelope nature in deep sleep. 

.MATtGAKET. WhAt would 1 nof do for thy sak^? 
It will do her no harm, I hope. 

FAUST. Would 1 recommend it to you, my lore, 
if it could ? , , 

MARCVARET. If, best of men, I do but look, on 
you, I knQW not what drives me to comply with your 
will. 1 have already done so much for you, that next 
to notliing now remains for me to do* [JBiit. 

(MEPHLSTOPHELES enters.) 

MEI'HTST. The silly monkey! Is she gone. 

FAUST. Hast thou been playing the Spy again? 

MEiPFilST. I heard j\'hat passed plainly enough. 
You were catechised, Doctor. Much good may it do 
you. The girls ate certainly deeply interested in know- 
ing whether a man be pious and plain after the old 



faabion. Th«j say to themselves: „if he is pliable in 
that matter, he will- also be pliable to us/^ 

FAtTST. Thou, monster as tboa art, canst not 
conceive how this fond , faithful soul , full of her faith, 
which, according^lo Ivek notijb'i8,'!U. atone capable. of 
conferring eternal happiness, feels a' holy horror to 
think that!«lie mtft^hoUl b«TiJ»«s^heloT«fi.fQr lost. 

•|«£PH||!)Tv ThoQ super -sensual, sensaal Ibrer, a 
Cbit.ol a ^irl. leads thee by the nese. 

■'. FAUST, Thou abortion of dirt and fire! 

MEPHIST. And she is knowing in physiognomy 
too. In my presence she feels she knows not how. 
This iittl&mask betolcens some bidden sense.. She feels 
that I am most assuredly a genius — perhaps the devil 
himself. To night, then? — 

FAUST. What is that to yt)U? 

MEPHIST^ I have my pleasure ia it , thovgb. 



/ 
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AT. TRK WELL 

> 

MAtlGARST and BE58Y wKk pilokan. 

BESSY. Hare yon heard iKttbiog of B&il>a^4? 
MARGARET. Hot a word, f go very little ftbro»d. 

BESSY. Certahily, Sjbella told it me to-day. She 
has even made a fo61 of h^aelf at last That «ones 
of playins the fine lady. 

MARGARET. How 84$? 

BESSY. It is a had basiness. She feeds two now, 
when she eats and drinks. 

MARGARET. Ah! 

BESSY. She i^ rfghtiy served at last What a time 
^Iie has hung upon the fellow! There was a prome- 
nading and a gallanting to village junkettings and danc- 
ing booths — she forsooth must be the first in every 
thing — he was ever treating her to tarts and wine. 
She thonght great things of her beauty , and wan so 
4ost to honour as not to be ashamed to receive presents 
from him. There was then a hugging and Msskig — 
and io, the flower is gone! 

MARGARET. Poor thing! 

BESSY. Yon really pity her! Ulien the lik^ of 
us were at^the spinning, our mothers never let nt go 
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down at night She stood sweet with her lorer; on 
Che bench before the door, and in the dark walk, the 
time was never too long for them. Bat jiow she maj 
humble herself, and do penance, in a white sheet, in 
the church. 

MARGARET. He will surely make her his wife. 

BE5»¥; He would be a fool if he did. A brisk 

youne follow has the world befortt him. Besides, he's 

off . 

MARGARET. That's not handsome! 

BESSY. If she gets him , it will go ill with her. 
The boys Vwill tear her garland for her, and we will 
'Strew cut straw before her door* (Exit.) 

MARGARET (goiag kom«). How stoutly I eould 
formerly, revile, if a p4u>r maiden chanced to make a 
slip ! how I could never ISnd words enough to speak 
of another's shame! How black it seemed to me! and, 
blacken it as I would, it was never blaqK enough for 
mo ^- and blessed myself and felt so grand, and anv 
BOW myself a prey to sin ! Yet — all that drove ine 
to It, was, God k^ows, so sweet, so dear! 
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ZWINGEH. 

(Tn the aielM of 1I10 wwll a a«T«Uottal iaiirgw of tlic 
.M«f«f DoUrMa, vitb p«U «f .flovcvt. b«£Me il)« 

MAKGAKET (placet fwili flower* in the poU), 
Ah, incline, 
Thott full of patn, 
Thy oonntenanct gracioosty to my distrctf. 

The svrord in thy heart, ^ 

With thousand pangs 

Up-lookest thoa ^q thy Son's death. 

To the Father look'st thou, 

And sendest sighs 

Aloft for his and th'y distress* • 

Who feels 

How rages 

Mt torment to tiie qnick? 

How the poor heart in tee fhrohheth, 

HoW It trembleth , hoTi^ it yeariietbt 

Knowest thov and thou alone! 

Whithersoever I go, 
What woe, what woe, what wooa 
Grows within mj bosom herel 
Hardij , »1m , am I alonoj 



I vreep, I weep, I weep, 

Mj beart is banting within me! 

f 

Tlie flower-pots on mj window-sill 

Bedewed J witli my tears, aias! . ' 
When I St morning's dawn 
Plucked these flowers for thee. 

When brightlj in my chamber 
The rising son's rajs shone, ' 
Already, in>all wretchedness ^ 
Was i fitting up in my bed* 

Help! rescue me from shame and death! 

Ah, incline , 

Then full of pain. 

Thy countenance graciously to my distress ! 
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WGHT. — STREET BEFORE MAR- 
GARETS DOOR. V 

VALENTINE (« Soldier, MARGABET'S bft»ther). 

•V. 

When I matte one of a company, where many like 
to rtow oflF, and thetellows were load in their praises 
of the flower of maidens , and ^drowned their commen- 
dsttion in Irumpers, — with my elbows leaning on the 
board, I sat In quiet confidehce, and listened to all 
their swaggering; then 1' stroke my heard with a smile 
and take the buAiper in'hiy hand,'iiha sayi „A11 rery 
well in its way! but ip there one In the whole country 
to compare with my dear Margaret, — who is fit to 
hold a candle to my sister? <* Hob and nob, kling! 
klang! so i( went round I Some shouted, „he is right; 
she is the pearl of the XThole ses;'* and all those 
praisers were dumb. And now — it. is enough to make 
one tear out one's hair by. the roots , and run up the 
walls — 1 shall be twitted by the sneers and taants 
of every knave , shall sit like a bankrupt debtor, and 
sweat at every chance word. And though I might crash 
them at a blow, yet I could not call them liars. Who- 
comes there ? Who Is slinking this way ? If I mistake 
not, there are too of them. If it is he, I will have at 
bim at once ; he shall not leave this" spot alive. 
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FAU8T. How I'tott'the wtnckn^ "6f this Sa^istjr 
-there ^ the light of th« eternal lamp flickers rapward«, 
and elimmers wlikke)f< atyl' weaker at the sides, and 
darkness tiiickens tound ! Just so is all night-like te 
ny hreast , 

,. MEPHIST. And I fe^ languishing like the tom*^ 
cat>. that speaks along th^ fire-ladders and then creeps 
stealthily round the walls. I feel quite virtuously) '"' 
with a spice of thieyish pleasure , a spice of wanton- 
ness. In such U manner does the glorious Walpurgls 
night already thrill me through every limh. The day 
after to-morrow it comes round to us again ; there' one 
knows what one wa^es for* 

— ♦ . ^ 

FAUST. In the mean time, can that be the trea- 
sure rising , — that which I see glimmering yonder ? 

MEPHIST, You will soon eiyoy the lifting pp of 
the casket. I lately took a squint at it. There are 
capital liondollars within/ 

FAUST. Not a trinket — not a ring — to adorn 
my lovely mistress witli ? 

M£PHIS7\ I diink I saW some such thing there 
as a sort of pearl necklace. ' 

FAUST. Tli^at is wqll. ,il feel sdny 'wbm» I go to 

her without a present. 

» . • • * • 

MFiPHIS7\ .You ou^ht not to regret blueing .some 
enjoyment gratis. P^ow that the heavens are studded 
thick with stars, you shall hear a true piece , of art. 
1 will sing her a diOral song, to make a fool of her 
the more certalqly* ■■ 



<Caftlt«ciiie, befom >4)iic. ipv«r>.(lpor,i^t, morning dawn? 
. fi)l«yf . ftBd. bewaro:! |iel«ts. tk^ in amaid, not to come 

Beware! If it bo done, tlien good night t«i joa« 
you poor, poor things. If yon love yotirsclres, do no- 
thifi^^to pieMure any spo lief, except wiHi the tiogoa 
_the fingtM*. .• : ■ M 

VALENTTNE come* forward. Whom art tlioa 
luring here? by God! thou cursed ratcatclier! First, 
to the devil with the instrument, then to the deril 
with the singer* 

MEPHIST,, The guitaif is broken to pieces! It is 
all up with It! ^^ , ' 

VALENTINE. Now then for a scull-orackinR. 

MEPHTSTOPttELES to PA08T. Don't give way, 
Doctor! Courage! Stick'cU>se, and do as I tnll you. 
Out with your toastfng-lroti! Thrust away and I will 
parry. 

VALENTINE, Parry that I 

MePHIST. Why not?. . T 

TALBKTWR. Andlhat! ' 

MEPHIST. To be sure. > • 

. VAIiBt^TINE. 1 beliere the devil Is fighting. 
What Is that? My hand is already getting powerless. 

MEPHIST. ID. PA r ST. Thrust tome! - 

VALENTINE fall.. Qh, tortttf«l ' . . ' 



We must vanish in a twjukUng^. for a horrible outcrjr 
is' a|i:«{idy raised. I am pei;fcet!y at home with the 
poUfifBtf hut sbou^l find it.faar<l to clear scores with 
the eri/mrnal courts. ■ - '^ 

MABTUA («l lh« wiadow). Out! out! 

- . MARGAIIET (at tti« wiadvw). Bring a light! 

MAl^TIIA (ai l)«rore). They are railing and. scuf- 
fling, screaming and fighting. 

I»EOVl<E. Here lie?, one dead already. 

MARTHA (eomins •ml). Have the jcurderers es- 
caped? 

MAttGABKT (comiug oui). Who Jies here-? _ 

FEOl'l-E. Tl»y iiicither'a son. 

, MARCIABET. . Almighty God! what misery! 

TALENTIT^H;. i afn dying! that is. soon said, aod 
•oop«r «tlii done. What are yo« wobiea bowltog and 
waUio(( about? Ap|iffoftcb and listeir to me. ^ 

: ,. :^ . (All wamtot rouad'hiw). 

tddk ye,' Mkrgaret!' you are sttH young T/ you are 
not yet adroit enofugb, and manage your matters ilt. '1 
tell It you in'-cottfiUence; since you are, once for all, 
• whore, be one in good earnest. 

r • 

MAltUARET. Brother! jSod! What dQ you me^DLT 

▼AI^NT^NJB. Leave God out of the gamfe. Wh«t 
Is i1oqe9:alas ! cannot be undonej. ami thioga will take 
their coltrse. You begin .privately with one; more of 
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thetn win soon folli>w; anChtfteeii a dWten bate'had 
yon, the whole town will have yon too. 

When first Shame \» boTn; afae is broosht Into the 
world c'andestlnely, and the yell of night is drawn 
over her head and ears. Aye, people would fain sttttt 
her. But when she grows and waxes big, she walks 
flauntlDgiy In open day, and yet Is not a whit the fair- 
M, The uglier her fac« becomes, the more she courts 
the light of day. 

I already see the time when &II honest citizens 
will turn aside from yon, you whore, as from an in- 
fected corpse. Your heart will sink urithin yon when 
they look you in the face. You will wear no golden 
chain again! ^o mbre will you stitnrd at the altsr in 
the church, or take pride %|n a (air iace. collar at the 
dance. You will hide yourself in some dark miserable 
corner, amongst beggars and cripples,' and, even should 
^God forgive you, be cursed upon earth! 

MABTHA, Gommcnd voars^ul-te <>od^« mtttf. 
Will you yet heap ibib sin. of slandtr upon you soul. 

VALENTINE. C^uld I but get at thy withered 
^l)ody, tbou sban^elesg .bawd v I isbould hope <(q $nd a 
full measure of pardon for all my sins! - . 
. MARGARET. My brother I Oh, tifis . agoniziog 
pang! , , -. 

_ TALKNTINE. Have done tjLith tears, I tell you. 
Wlien yon renounced honour, yon gave nic the deepest 
•liea/tstab 0/ all. I ^ throngh 'death's fleep obto ($od, a 
soldier and a brava one. {fim di«a.) 

• 
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CATHEDRAL. 
SERVI€B, ORGAN, AMD ANTHEM. 

MARGARET anohgtt t naifiber iif People. EVIL- 
SPIRIT behind MARGARET. 

EVIL SPIRIT. 

V 

How different was it witli tliee« Margaret, 
" Wlien still full of Innocence 
Thou earnest to tlie altar there — 
Out of the well-worn little hook 
Lispedst prayets, 
Half eliiid- sport. 
Half God In' the heart! 
Margaret ! 

Where is thy hexdf ' 

In thy heart , . . 

What crime? ' " 

Prayest thou for thy rtot1i^r*8'^6trl*»— who 
Slept over into Umg, tdng pain through thee? 
Whose blood olitfthy thieahoid? . • 
— And under ;lhy..Jioaci'. •' . . 
Stirs it not quUktanini; «veB nbw^ ../. 
Torturing itself and thee 

• »-,*' • . 

With its foreboding presence? y 

^ MARGARET. 
Woe! woe! • • • 

Would that I.wert free teoiti Ate ;(hotfght«. 
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ThAt.come oTer me »nd acroM me 
Despite of me! . 

CHORUS. 
Dies Irae,' dies ilia" 
SoU'efiaeelum in ftVill**, (OiftiildfyiJ 

' . ilVIIi SPIRIT. . 
Horror seizes thee ! 
The Trump sounds! 
TIic graves tremble! 
And tliy heart 
From the repose of its-jishes 
For fiery tormeni 

Brought to life again, ) 

"trembles up ! 

MARGARET. 
Would that 1 were hence ! 
1 feel as if the orgaa 
Stifled my hreath , 
As if the ahthem ' . 
Pi8fyp^ljea.my,li?an> Corel 

Judex et^o earn isedi^lt 
Qaidquid lat«t adp'aT^Mt ' 
Ifil inulftim* lemabebit 

~ MARG ASfiXi 
1 feel so thronged I 
The wali-plltari '* 
^los/e on met 



tlie VftttUed roof . 
Presset on que! — Air! 

^ ~ EVIL SPIBIT.^ 
Hide thjielf ! Sin iind Bhamo 
Remalii^'tiiliS&en. . 
Air? Light? _ 

Wo« to thee! 

CHORUS. 
Quid som miser tunc dictarue ? 
Quem patronum rogaturus ? ' 

Cum vix Justus 'sit securas. 

'I 

EVIL SPIRIT. 
The glorified ttbm th'ae 
Avert their faces* . - 

The pur^ shudder 
yt 'T<i reach thee their handi. 
Wo« I 

CHORUS. 

Qsid torn miser tone dictums? 

' MARGARET. 

Kelghbour! your smelling-bottle! 

j[8h« swooiM avaj.) 
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WAY- DAY NIOHT.. 
THE HARTZ MOUNTAIJ^S. 

District of Schirkc tAd Elcad* , 

I 

FAUST — ItfEPHISTOPltELES, 

MEPHIST. Do yoa not long for a broomitlck? 
For mj part, I should be- glad of the roughest he- goat 
Bj this road we are strll far from our destination. 

FAUST» So long as I feel tteaik vpon my legs, 
this knotted stick dafioes me. liVhAt is the use of 
shortening the way? To creep along the labyrinth of 
the vales, and then ascend these rocks, from which 
the ever -bubbling spring precipitates itself^ «— this is 
the pleasure which gives xest to such a*^ath. The 
spring is already weaving in the birch trees> and even 
the pine is beginning to feel It, — ought it not to have 
some effect npon our limbs? 

MEPHIST. Verily, I feel nothing of it All Is win- 
trj in my body, and I should prefer frost and snow 
upon my path. How melancholy the imperfect disk of 
the red moon rises with belated glar^l and gives ao 
bad a light, that, at every step, one runs against a 
tree or a rock. With your leave » I will call « wilN 
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tf'^bk^Vfi' "i 8M rMi^ ToluIeK, hnttiiaS right ttetriW. 
Holloa, ihere, mj friend ! may I intreat year covApunyf 
WHy Wlltitlftttiblaiii'Mrtff «• fM^tvMly? B« so good 
'i#iw^ll|;|itiuar.'u)^ slon^ lt«re. ' < •• 

' ''''iVlLtl6'tIhEiWtAl». Out of revferencfe, I hope, 
't stiall succeed id subduing my unsteady nature. Our 
course Is ofdrnarily bbt a zigzag one. ' 

ME?m9T. Ha! ba ! you thinic to imitate mei^. 
But go straight, in the deviis name, or I will blow 
your fliclcering, life out« 

WILX#-0'THJE-WISP. I see well that yon are mM< 
ter Jiere, and will willingly accommodate myself to 
jQO. .But .consider ! the mountain is magic- mad to-night 
and if a wiii^o'tbe-wisp is to show you the -way, ^ou 
must not be too particular. 

FAt»T, MSPHISTOPHELES, WILL- O'THE -WISP, 

in alttrnating song, ^ 

Into die sphere of dreams and enehantments , it 
sterns^. have we entered. Lead us right, and do yoUr« 
self tredit! — that we nay adyance^ betimes in the 
wide* desolate regions. 

See trees. «fteff trees, how rapidly they move by; 
Mid Ibhe cliifs, that bow, and the long- snooted* rocks, 
li*w they snort, bow they blow!- 

Throagh^'the stones, through the turf, brook and 
f>rooklittg hurry down. Do I hear rustling? do I hear 
songs? do Thesr the sweet plaint of love? •— voices 
of «hose blest days? -* wifet we hope, what trtf level 
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the pewet, and the jayy — : hMt tM?:**!* »»ni»i»«d 
awake;? Are th^*© safaroar^^ra rthr^Mgf^ ^ brake, 
iwtth their long legs, thick paunches? ,And the rpots, 
like snakes, wind. from out of rock an^ s.an^,^ and 
stretch forth strange filaments to terrify, to seize us: 
from coarse speckles,' Instinct with life^ they set poly- 
pnsfibres for the traveller. And Ihe'inlc*, thoasand. 
coloured, In whole tribes, through the tooss ahd through 
tine heath 1 And the glow-wonai fly» ^ ctt>%vded 
•wsrms, a confounding escort. 

But tell me whether we stand Still, or whether we 
are moving on. Every thing seems to turn round* — 
rocks and trees, which make grimaces> and the wUI- 
o'the- wisps, which multiply, which svfrell themselves 
out. 

MEP9IST. Keep a stout bold of my skirt! 'Here 
is a c^tral ptak, from which one sees with wsDdor 
how Maflunqn is glowing in the moilntain. 

FAUST. How strangely a melancholy light, of 
morning red, glimmers thirotigh'the ttountaln gorges, 
and quiveca even to the deepest reeesses of the. preci- 
pice. Here rises a.mine'damp, there float exbalatloiM. 
Here the glow sparkles out of gauze^lU^ vapour, then 
steals along like' a~fine thread , and then again bursts 
forth like a fountain. H&ct it winds, a wl^ole track , 
with a hundred veins, through tt^e valieyi and. her^, in 
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the eompresseil corner, it 'scatters itself at once. There 
sparks are spattering near, like golden sand upsprink* 
led' In the air. But, see I tke wall of rocks is on fire 
in all its height. 

ME)*HIST. Poes not Sir Mammon illuminate his 
paface magnlfM^ently fur this festival? It is lucky that 
you have seen iU 1 already see traces of the boisterous 
guests. 

FAUST, HoTir the storm - blast is raging through 
the air! M'ith what thumps it strikes against my neck f 

MEPFIfST. You must lay hold of the old ribs of 
the rock, or it will hurl you down into this abyss. A 
mist thickens the night. Hark! whata crashing through 
the fpVest! The owls fly scared away. Hark, to the 
splintering of the pillars of the ev<?lr- green palaces! 
the crackling and snapping of the' boughs, -ihe mighty 
groaning of the trunks, the. creaking and yawning of 
the roots! — All come crashing down, one over the 
other, in fearfully -confused fall; and the winds hiss 
and howl through the wreck-covered ciiiTs! Dostthoa 
heat voices aloft? -r in the distanGe?-^close at hand? 
—> Aye, a raving. witch*- song streams along the wh^le 
mountain. 

THE WITCfTES, in chorui. To the Brocken the 
witches repair! The stubble is yellow, the sown-fields 
arc green^ There the huge multitude is assembled. 
Sir Urian sits at the (op. On they go, over stone and 
stock; Jthe^ witch — s, the he •goat -^ s, 

VOICES. Old. £iiBbo comes alone; she rides upon 
a farrow -sovf. 

K 
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CTf onus. Then booptir to whom honour is doe ! 
Mother Banbo to th« front, and lead the way I A pro- 
per sow and mother upon her, — then fotlows the 
whole swarm of witches. 

VOICE. Which way dTd you come? 

VOICE. By.Iisenstein. 1 there peeped into tbe 
owrs nest. She gave me such a look! > 

VOICE.' Ob, driye to kell! What a rate yon 
are riding at! 

VOICE. She has grazed me in passing:, enly 
look at the wound! 

CHORUS OF WITCHES. The way is broad — tiie 
way is tong. What mad throng is^ this? The folk 
sticks — tire besom jscratcfaes: the child is suffdeated 
— the mother bursts. 

WIZARDS. — HALF* CHORUS. We steal along 
like snails in their house; the women are all before; 
for, in going to the' house of the wicked one, woman 
is a thousand steps in advance. 

THE OTHER HALF., We do not >ke that so 
precisely. The woman does ft with a tliousandt st^ps-; 
but, let her make as much haste as she. e<^, tlte man 
does it at a single bound. 

VOICES (aUre). Come with us, eoms Vffth us, 
'from Felsensee! - « • 

VOICES (from bclour). We should like 4o inoflBt 
With you. We wash, and ^re thoroiigihly elead , bat 
we are ever barren. , " 
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IJOTIf rilORTTS^ES. The wind is stIM, the stars 
fly, t1»e melancholy" moon is giad to hide herself. Tlie 
luaglc-choir sputters forth sparks by thousands in its 
whizzing. 

VOiri: (from below), Holdf hold! 

VOICE (frum above). Who calls there, from the 
cleft in the rock? 

VOICE (from below). Take me with you! take me 
with you! I have. been mounting for three hundred 
years already, and cannot reach the top. I would fain 
be with my fellows. ' 

BOTH CIIORUSSES. The besom carries, the stick 
carries; the fork carries, the he- goat carries. Who 
cannot rafse himseir lo-irighty Is lost for ever. 

DEMI-WITCH (below). I have been tottering after 
such a length of time; — how far the others are a-Iiead 
already ! t have no rest at borne,, — and don't get ft 
here neither* 

t I 

CHORUS OF WITCHES, The salv^ gives courage 
to the witches ; a rag is good for a sail; every trough 
makes a good Ship ; be will never fly » /who flew not 
to - night 

BOTH CHORUSSES. And irl^n v^e rouad tb* 

peak, sweep along tbe ground, and cover tbe heath 

far ^nd fVide with your swarm of witch-hood. 

•• J, • * 

rrbey l«t themierves (Io<wn)» 

MEPHIST There's crowding sLnd pushing, rustling 

and clattering! Tliere's whizzfng and twirling, bust- 

ling and babblitog! There's: glitterfng, sparkling, sUnk- 



— 148 — 

Jng, humfng! A true witch-eltfiocat! l\iit stick close 
to me, or we shall be 8€lparatea In a moment Where 
art thou? 

FAT'ST (io llie dUlanre). Here! 

MEPHIST. What! already torn away 8o far? I 
must exert my authority as master. Room! Squire 
Voiaud comes! Make room, sweet people, make room! 
Here, Doctor, take hold of me! and now, at one bound, 
' let us get clear of the crowd. It Is too mad,"even for 
the like of me. Hard by there, shines something with 
a iwjculiar light. Something attracts me towards those 
bushes. Come along, we will slip In there. 

- fXi7&T. Tbott spirit of contradiction K But goon! 
. thou may'st lead me. Put |t was Tjlsely done, to be 
sure! . We repair to the Brocken on Walpuirgis night — 
to try and isolate ourselves when we get here, 

MHPtllST. Only see what variegated flames! A 
merry club Is met together. One Is not alone in a 
small company. 

FAUST, I should prefer being above,. though! I 
alreiidy see flame and eddying smoke, bonder the 
multitude is streaming to the Evil One. Illany a riddle 
must there 1>e uiitTetf. • ■' ' ^ 

toEPHIST. And man;p^ a riddle is also tied anew. 
Let tlie great world bluster as it will , we will here 
house ourselves in peace. It is an old spying, that in 
the great world, one makes little 'worlds. Yonder I 
^e young witches, naked and bare, and tfld onss, who 
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prailently cover theitiselres. Be compliant, if only for 
my sake; the trouble is small, the sport is great. I 
hear tlie timiog of iMlrusMntA« Coiifuonded jangle! 
One mast accustom oneself to it. C<ume along, come 
along! it cannot ife otiierwise. 1 will go forward' and 
introduce yon, and I shall laj jou under a fresh obli- 
gation. What sajest thou, friend? Tl^ls is no trifling 
space. Onljr look! you can hcirdly see the end. A 
hundred fires are burning in a row. People are danc- 
ing, talking, cooking, drinking, love-making! Now tell 
me where anything better Is to be found! 

• 

.FAUST. To introduce ua here, do you tatend to 
present youf self as jvisard or devil ? 

MEPHIBT. In truth, t am much used to go incog- 
nito. But one' shows one's orders on gala days. I "^ 
have lio garter to distinguish me, but the cloven foot 
is held in high .honour here. t)o you see the snail 
there? she comes creeping up,, and witli her feelers 
has already found out something in me. Even if I 
would, I could not deny myself here. But come! we 
.will go from fire to fire; 1 will be the pander, and you 
shall be the gallant 

(Toaome who a»e atliiag round lome exptring emhcra). 

Old gentlemen, what are you doing here at the fex- 
trinity? I should commend you, did 1 fi^d joo nicely 
in the middle 9 in the thick of tlie riot and youthful 
revelry. Every one Is'surel/ enough alone at hom«. 

GENERAL. Who can put his trust in' nations, 
though he has done ever so much for them? Tor witb 
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the peopte, m w4U» tjhe-Hvompn, yo»ilk Uas always the 
upper hand. . , - . . 

MINISTBH.' At preseftt • peeple are wide astraj 
from the right pnth — the good old ones for. me I For, 
veril/, when we were aUiniDli, that was the true 
golden ag*. ■ 

PARVlENtr. We, too, were certainly no Tbols, and 
often (lid what we ought not. Uut now every thing is 
turned topsy-turvy, and just When we wished to keep 
it firm. 

AUTHOR. Who now - a-days, spcaiing' generally, 
likM to read aivork of evipn-noidenite i»ense? And as 
for the tising generation, they were nerer so malapert. 

MKI'HIST. (who «11 al once apjtcan.very old')« 

I feel the people ripe fo/ doomsday, now that 1 as- 
cend the witch'moantain far the last time; and because 
my own cask runs thick , the world also" Is come to' 
the dfegs. . . 

A WITCH (who lelU »ld eiothei and frippery). 
Do not pass hy in this manner, gentlemen! IVow 
is Toar time. Look; at my wares attentively} 1 have 
them of all; sorts. Anjl yet there is notliing in my 
shop-*- whicli has not its fellow upon earth -^that 
ha^ not, some time or other, wrought proper mischief 
to mankind and to the world. There H no dagger 
here, from wiuch blood has not flowed; no chalice, 
from which hot consuming poison has not been poured 
into a Iiealthy bodyj no irlnket, which has not sedu- 
ced some amiable woman; no sword, which has not 
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cut some tlh asifiider, wlitch has not pefchdnce stab- 
bed an «arerFary from beiiind. 

MEPHJST. Consin! you understand but ill the 
temper of tha times. Done, happened! Happened, 
done! Take to dealing in novelties; novelties only 
have any attraction fot us* 

FAUST. If I can but keep my sefises! This is a 
£airwith'a vengeance t 

MflPiIIST. Th§ whole throng struggles upwaids ! 

You think to shove , and you yourself are shoved* 
FAUST. Who, "then, is that? ^ 
MEPHIST, Mark her well! That is Lilith. " 
FAUST. Who? . I 

MEI'HIST^ Adam's first wife. Beware of her fair 

hair, of that ornament in which she shines pre-eminent. ' 

When she ensnares a young man with it, she does^ 

not let him off again so easily- ' 

" FAUST. ' There sit two, the old one with the 
young one. They have already capered a godil bit! 

MEPHIST. That has neitlier stop nor stay to-night. 
A new dance is beginning; eome, we will set to. 

FAUST (dancing wilh the young one). 1 had once 
upon a time i fair dream. In it, I'saw an apple-tree; 
two lovely apples glittered on it: they enticecT.me, 1 
climbed .up.' . ^ 

THE FAin ONE. You are very fond of apples, 
and baire been so from Paradise downwards. I feel 
moved with joy, that my garden also bears such, 
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.MSPHfST. (wiiii th« old one). I bad .oiice upon 
a time a wild dream, in it, I saw a deft tree. It 
had«a — -r — j — as it was, it pleased me notwith- 
standing. 

THE OLD ONE. I presqnt my best respects to 
the Icnight of tlie cloven foot. Let liim ,liave a — — 
ready, if lie does not fear • • 

PROCKTOPIfANTASMIST. Confounded mob ! how 
dare you ? Was it not long since demonstrated to youj 
A spirit never stands upon ordinary feet ; and yon are 
actually dancing away, like us other mortals! 

THE FAIB ONE. What does he come to our bail 
for then? 

FAUST, daneinx. -Ma! He is absolutely every wbere. 
He must appraise what others dance! If be cannot 
talk about every Step, the step- is as good as never 
.made at all. He is most vexed, when we go forwards, 
' If you would f.ut turn round in 'a circle^ as he does in 
his old mill , he would term that good , I dare say ; 
particularly were you to consult him about it. 

PROCKTOPHANTASMfST. You are still there, 
then I No, that is unheard of! But vanish! We have 
enlightened the world, you know! ^hat devil's crew, 
they pay no attention to rules. W^ are so wise, — 
and Tegel is haunted, notwithstanding' How long 
have I not been sweeping away at the. deUsion ; and 
It never becomes clean .' It is unheard of I 

THE FAIR o;n^. Have done boring us here, at 
any rate, then! 
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HV)0KfOI»HANTA5MfdT. I t«tt ^on , Spirits, to 
your faces , I cndare not the despottsm of the spirit. 
Bfy spiiit cMmot eKCccUe It. 

(TTie danriag goes on),- 

To-night, I see, I shall succeed in not1i(ng:.but I 
am alwajs ready for a journey; and still hope, before 
my lust step, to get the better of" devils 'and poets. 

MEPHIST. He wilt, forthiVith, seat himself in a 
puildle; thatis his mode of soothing himself; and when 
leeches have amused themselves on his rtimp, he Is 
cured of spirits and spirit , ^ 

(To, FAUST, ^vhobat I«ft the Atmee), 
Why do you leave the pretty girl, who 800^*80 
Bwcutly to you in the dance? 

FAUST. Ah! in the middle of the song, a red. 
moose jumped out of her month. 

MEPHIST. There Is nothing out of the wa.v in 
that. One must not be too nice about such matters. 
Enough that the mouse was not grey. Who cares for 
such things in a moment of enjoyment* 

FAUST. Then I saw — ' 

MEPHIST. What? 

- FArST. ^lepbisto, do yon see yonder a pale, fair 
girl standing alone and far off! She drags herself but 
slowly from the place: khe seems to move with fet* 
tored feet h must own, she seems to me to resemble 
poor Margaret 
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MEPHIST. ^ave nolWhR to do witfc t|at!<Hii good 
can com* o€ I* to any one; It is a creation of ^ckant- 
ment, is lifeless, — an IJoi. it i& not w*U to m^et it; 
the blood of man tjucjie^qs at its cUUI look, and he is 
well nigh turned to stone. You have heard, no doubt, 
of Medusa. 

^ PAU8T. In tewth^ they are the eyfes of « coBpse^ 
i which there was no fond l?and to close. That is the 

bosom, which Margaret yielded to we; that is the 

sweet body, which I enjoyed. 

MEPHIST. Th at is sorcery , thou easily deluded 
fool ; for iShe wears to erery one the seteblaiice of his 
beloved. '. • ' 

FAUST. What bliss! what suffering! I cannot 

tear myself from that look. How strangely docs a afngle 

red line, no thicker thto the back of a knife, ad«m 
that lovely neck. 

MEPniST. Right! I see it too. She can also 
carry her head under her arm, for Perseus has cut it 
off for her. But ever this fondness fur delusion ! Come 
up the hili , liowever; here all is as merry as in^the 
Prater; and if I am not bewitched, I actually see a 
theatre*^ What is going on here , then ? 

,SEirvii;iLIS. they will recommence imtoe'diatel^. 

' A new piece, the Last of seren; — it it'the custom 

here to give so many. A dilettante has written it, 

and dilettanti Hay it. Excuse me , GenttviBeD, bi}t I 
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mast 1^ off. It is my dilettanto oflice to draw up the 
curtain. 

RWIPHIST. When '1 find .you upon the Blocksberg, 
— tliat is just wliat I approve; fo| tliis'is tlie proper 
place for you. • 
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WALPURGIS-NIGHTlS DREAM 5 

OR, 

OBERON AND TITANIA'S 

GOLDEN WEDDING-FEAST. 

Intermezzo. 

THEATHB-MANAGKP. To-day we re«t for oncci 
we, the brave sons of Micding. Old mountain and 
damp dale, — that is the whole scenery ! 

HEBA1.U. That the wedding-feast may be golden, 
fifty years arc to be past ; but If the quarrel is over, 
1 shall like the golden the better. 

OIJERON. If ye spirits are With me, tills is the 
time to show It : the king and the queen, they are 
united anew- 

PUCK. When Puck comes and whirls himself about, 
and his foot goes whisking in -the dance, — hundreds 
come after to reijoice along with him. 

AKIEL. Ariel awakes the song. In tones of hea- 
venly purity; his music lures many trifles « but it also 
lures the fair. 1 

OJJERON. Wedded olies, who would agree, — 
let them take ' a lesson ^ from us two. To make a 
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couple love each other. It is onlj necessary to sepa- 
rate tliem. 

TITANIA. If the husband looks gruff, and the 
trife be tvliimsical, take hold of both of tliem immedia- 
telj. Conduct me her to the Soutl^, and him to the 
extremity of the North. 

ORCHESTnA TUTTI. 

FORTISSIMO. Flies; snouts, and gnafs noses, 
with their kindred ! Frog In the leaves, and cricket 
in the grass : they are the musicians. 

SOLO. See, here oomus the bagpipe! It is the 
soapbubble. Hark to the Scfanecke-schoic&erscbnaek 
tiirough it? snub -nose. 

SPIRIT THAT IS FASHIONING ITSELF. 

Spider's foot and toad's belly, aw3L little tvlngs for 
the little wight! It does not make an animalcula. 
It is true, but it teakes^a little poem. 

* 

^ A PAIR OF LOVERS, 

Lltye step 'and high bo.und through honey -dew 
and exhalations. Truly, you trip it me enov^h, but 
you do not mount into the alr^ 

^INQUISITIVE TRATELLER. 

Is ^ not this masquerading-mockery? Can I betiere 
ny eyes? To see the beauteous god, Obcron>, here 
to-night, too! 

ORTHODOX. No claws, no tail! Tet it atands 
beyond a yloubt that, even as „The Gods of Greece/* 
so is he too a devil. 
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KORTHEBN ARTrST. What I cAtch, Is at present 
onijr sketch- wa>'s as It were; but I prepare myself be- 
times for the Italian jaonitt^. 

TUIUST. Ah J my fit- fortuiic brings me hither; 
what a constant scene of rioting ! and of the whofe 
host -of witches, only two are powjere J. ' 

YOUNG WITCH, Powder as vvell as petticoats 
are for little old And grey women. Therefore I sit 
naked upon my he-goat, and sUow a stout body. 

MATRON* We have too raaeh good -breeding to 
ft^tttabble With yeu here. . Ba^ I hope y^oii will rot, 
yoang and delicate as you are. 

• IXAJmn OF THE BAKI). 
Flies* snouts and gnats' no««6, don't swarm so about . 
the naked. F«og in leaves ^ and ericket in the grass ! 
Continue, however^ to keep time, | tieg of yon, 

WKATII£RC0CE:» towardi one side. 
Company to one's Iieart'scontSntiTrdiy, no(Jifi%but 

liiiides ! anil young bacj^elors , man for maal tlM hopo» 

■ \. 

fullest people! ' ' 

WEATHERCOCK, ta«r*vd» the aihir side. 
And If the gcoimd does not open, to swallow op alt 
ofthemiT^ with a quick rnn, I wilt imniediately jump 
into hell. 

XENim^. We are here as Insects, witii little sharp 
nebs, to liomour Satan, our Worshipful papa, according 
to his dignity. ^ 
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HENKIN08. See I how nalrely^tlkey joke toge- 
ther fn a croTTcled trQop» They wHl e'en say i^ the 
end, that tliey had good hearts. 

MUS/Zget. I rike fuH welt to lose myself in this 
host of witches; for, truly, I shosld know how tx> ma- 
nage these better than Muses. 

CI-BEVANT (JENTTTS OF THE AGE. 
With proper people, one becomes somebody. Come, 
take hold of my skirt! The Blocksberg, like tfae^Ger* 
man Parnassus , has a very brqad top. 

* INQUWITIVE TRAVELLEB. 
Tell me what is the name of that stiff man. He 
walks with stiff steps. He snuffles every thing he can 
snuffle. ,»He is scenting out Jesuits.*^ " 

THE CRANE. I like to Bsh in clear and even in 
troubled waters. On the same principle you see tl^e 
pious gentleman associate even with devils. 
' WORLDLING. Aye , for the p^us , believe me; 
every thing is a vehicle. They actually form many a 
conventicle, here upon the Blocksberg. 

DANCER. Here is surely a new choir coming I I 
hear distant drums. .But don't disturb yourselves ! tliece 
are single- toned bittern* amon^^the reeds. 

DANCING MA&TBJR*). Hutir each threWtf dp his 
legs! gets on as best he may I The crooked jumps, 
ti^9 clumsy hjDtps, saA asks~fio>t bow k looks. 



«^( i « f 



») Thk sni tht following itAnst we^ added fa th« lut 
eomplete Editioa of Goethe's Work*. 
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- FmOfLEH. Hoit deeply thU pack of rtgamafflns 
hate each other, and how glaiUy they wonid give each 
oUier the finishing blow! The b.-^gpip«, unites, them 
here, as Orpheus' lyre the beasts. 

DOGMATIS r. I will iiot be putout of my opinioa, 
not by either crUics or doubts. The devil, tiioagh, 
must'b<y«oiuething4 for how else coulA there .he devils? 

IDE AW ST. Phantasy, this once^ ia really too 
masterful in my mind. -Truly , If I be that All, I mast 
he beside myself to-day. 

BEALIST. Entity Is a regnlat plagtie to me, jnid 
cannot but vex me much. 1 stand here, for theBrst 
time, not firm upon my feet. 
^ SUPKKNATURALIST. I ftm ' greatly pleased at 
being here » and am delighted with these; for, from 
devils, I can certainly draw conciuslons as to good 
^ spirits. * • . 

SCEPTIC. They foftow the track of ifce flame, and 
believe themselves near the treasure. Only doubt 
(«w«ift:l) rhymes to devil (lenfel). Jlere I am quite at 

home. _ 

LEADER OF THE BAND. 

Frog in the leaves^ and cileket in the grass! Con* 

founded dilettanti! Flies* snouts and gnats' noses; 

'jottNire fine musicians! 

THE KNOWING ONE:^. $aBffead, that is the 

name of the host of merry- creatures. There i» do 

longer any walking upon feet 9 wherefore, we walk 

upon our t beads. . 
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THE MALADBOIT ONES. la tiaies past we have 
•ptfaged nutDy a tit<*bU; bat oow, good bye to all that! 
Oor«iioesare4aDeed tltrough; vre tun on bareWles. 

WHliiOfftll^WtSP^;^ >y|6 lV»«n:lk«iD tl^^ bog, 
from vrblch we are jast sprung ; but we are the glitte* 
ring galfants liei«^in'>4ii^T^<:erdire^^y^^ , 

dTAR-SHOOT, From on high , in star-ftnd-are- 
ilgbt, I shot liither. ' 1 aia now \fin^ cttokti-Prajs in 
the grass; who will 1ielp'me4i[ion riiy figS? 
. THE MASSr Ve' (iN K^ . ■ 'TR'oom !* t^otn J an* ieo»4 
about! iso down go ' the gtJifl^fi-staf^ks:' fipirits aM 
coming, but spirits as th^y afe^'they hkte pYuinplioA^ 

PUCi;. |>on;t,t9ead«o. hcavily»,like elephant's caU 
4qc»jfa94,4^e,,|;>liui^peftt on this day be the stout Pucl^ 

^RlEh. ,il( kind ni^se gave — if the spirit gave 

MU wimsf, follow my ligjit^track up Xo the hiU of rosesi 

•^ _ '■''*' (< 

..".fiilCfl£ST&A> ^mMlm^m 
Drifting clouds, and wtealheda^ts^ brighten t (^oip 
on high f Breeze in tihe iea«eS| and wind to tht raiBhes, 
and sN is «i8»ip«%«l! 
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n. FAUST^ la. misery I Despairing! Long a wretched 
TTanderer 'upo* the ear.th,t ^nd .pow a prisoner! The 
d«»i« uliappj.^eiDg^ ccMipcd up,in.t]he dnngeon, as a 

'malel'actQ^) for horrid, jtprtures ! Even to .that ! to that! 
XnNicber4>4ii|,.iir,qrt(kle48 .Sfiintt. and this ha^t ^ou con- 
cealed from me! Stand, onlj stand! roll thy devilish 
eyes infuriated in thy b<&a'd!'^St&tidf'alid''6i'av«'m€ tvith 

*Hhy unbearable presence^ A' jjrtsoiier! In'' Remediable 
misery! Given over to evil spirits, and to sen'teiiee- 
passing , uufeellug man ! Atifl me , fn the hiean time, 
hast thou been lulling tvftli tastbltfss dissipatiefis, eon- 
cealing her growtng wretch4dtaesg f^dm-me, and leaving 
•net to perish wltheut help. 
' MEBHIST. She fs pot tk» «nt 

FAUST. Dog! horrible monstkri — Tarn -ftiSitltos 
Infinite Spirit! turn the reptile back again into his doe's 
shape, in which he was often pleased to trot befbre 
me by night, to Iroll before the feet of the hamlest 
wanderer, and fasten on his shoulders when he felL 
Turn him again into his favourite shape, that he may 
Cfooeh on his belly before me in the sand, whilst I 
•pum him with my foot, the reprobate! Not the first! 
Woe! woe! It is Inconceivable by any human aoolt' 



thkt'ftor^ i!t»W (MW' cimM^M: h^airb iunH 4irtio isucb 

4Mrt**«B«n^i«lFHf.W(t'WirH?ient ti^atjjnc for the guilt 
i)rfV«ll'rtlM>rieilite<,Ui« ffigJU/of %/JEverpyrdoiiins. It haV- 
foiMuJnp nil n^rmwi ftPd^piiy.yer/ iife^,.p,the ijaiWj 
of this one: thou art grinning calmly at the fa^e of 

.MEPHIST. . Now are we *alreidfy « dur tVIW end 
again! just where the iense of youmpTtalB snhps wttA 
overstraining. Why dost thou €uU^ tHik '"ttiflcnishlj 
Wfth \is, iprW«* «ftiit»iJafWth*bilghi w4a?»T. Will'st 
i^y-,'sMi art'Udt «<«» f^oMr dttflriiKis^^: )Dkl «telfiMf» 
oilt^el^l^ oh there, dt dk^u'tftjiK^l^ott ii47 'w ' I. .::'/ I 
' 'fA*t3}^l^Gn^ifiSh'tioV'kkr'^ekftee&l tbasdefjingly 
at'<n4M-!^lI>i^'dif«^! Cre&t^ gl<ifiou» JpititVthoii.'lnnb* 
deigncdst to .appear>^o' ihe,'< thMi ^lfi> Utaowmt^.w^ 
heart and my soul, why yol^e^ae.^i th^ s^aimc^«t)low, 
who feeds on mischief, and battens on destruction! 

MEPHIST, Hast done?. 

FAUST, Sare fae^! o».w«« to thee I The moct hor- 
rible curse on thee for thousands of years! 

MEPHIST. I cannot loosen the shackles of die 
avenger, nor undo his bolts. — Save her! —Who was 
it that plunged her Into, ruin? I or thou? 

(FAUST looia wildly aronud). 

Art thop grasping after the thunder? Well that it 
Is not given to~>'oa wretched mortals! To dash to 
pieces one who replies to you in all innocence •—that 
is JjBSt the tyrant's way of venthig himself in pprplexitiei 



li 



^ KM -- 

FiWtJBT. Bff««.' mtAmnfAo S^ *»H bis. epep! 

MKi^HlSr: Ah'd'th>'-d*rti^r-t»*Hilolitow^«^«« 
jouTself? KnW; *e 'guilt of MWl^*-^ *om^«3M,» 
still lies upon the toWti. Av«iigltog.^pWte'*o«r« 
Ihe place of tlie grate, an» lie In vHitt tot Hi* Bttaniiif 
murilerer. - • 

^ATJST. Jhftti too, flrom thee? Murder aTn^ <ffe«li 
Jft 1^ ^orl4 up^n ;ithee ,^^DSte^ . Ifj^"^"^^ °*^ ^^^"'f ' 

J. . NKEFVIShl., I: JWiH.if<H«l«H5fe t|»fir>«¥ll.*^*t I ■«»«», 

I will cloud tho BW)l»i;>,seivw#f 4p y,9V:lwfts?»«,jrpy- 
•alf of ilw..fcej»T a»4v*i%aK .!ker»«ff<!W**¥ *>i|niai*.^and. 
i wHiHiatch! ?h«f;.wagl§ hioratff <ifm bQ:ref^7vl,,vriU 
|>«arjyw»fla IWs J»»ch.I.caq,4^.. f. j ; 1 . 

=''•• 'FAt^BI*. Bp Ali**«V«»yl. '-'' '■' '"• • • •••-" 

'. • >!. Jw '*• .iu .. I '.. '.;• • ■■-' . ' .- •', 

1- _'. ; ■■ . >-.!j o\ ■! > * f 1 1 1 ."^" ' ' 

! i..t.. ':•) '" '.81 ■ .Ir . ; '■ ." '>■«..• .i. 

•.J 1o ' ,' ' ri}> • i.t ■! .-..•! ..If. ;'• < '''"' jli'i-. 

Si '.' l"'. // — I ■• ' ••■''• — .<' ■ ' •'•' "'. '" T' ' -'• ' ? ' ••• 
••1. '»u? .o J ".'iltin I. ft !• *• If.' 'f'.,* .» ,1* 1 

ji : .. t '/ ^'i il.iui'tt . .'' •. i 'j. . '. . .\ .- 

t/^' ! * ■ .. ,'.t . i\''t , »'..-. 



^ l#ft ^ 



NIGHT. — OPEN PLAIN. 

, , ■ V ■ 

N 

FAUST and MEPHI8T07HELB8 riuhiag ftloag ap«n 

black 1i<frs^». 

• '•'.'.. •■■•'■. " .•-• ^■^ , . . j« -1 ?'■'■<' 

FAUST, What ate they wdtking — those about 

MEPHISTl — Can't tell what. they^'re cooking, api^^ 
FAU8T. — Are naming upirards — waving, dunn* 

- ■ • ;, • t ■; ..'««' ''''■'' ^ ■ ' 

wards — bending — stooping. . . , « i . 

MjSPHIST. A witch .cojnpanjr. , . . .,. 
FAUST. They are ^9i^r^lki« i^ddianniiig. 
MEPHI8T. On! oft! ' '* '' = ' * ' ' 



• . -... • . .1/ 
:.» / ; ' : ''• '.It 

>.'} •>«' Bf" .( / >>aoj • > • .VI- I ••. J . . 
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DUNGEON, 

..IJA^V'S-^^ ... 

(Willi a bonch of kej* and a lamp, before an iron wickel). 

A tremor, long unfelt, seizes i;ag}, thfi^ yj y ye^ ibnat^ 
misery of mankind fastens on me. Here, behind these 
damp walls, is lier dwelling-place, and oer crime wa« 
a good delusion! fliou hesit^test to go to her!' Tbob 
fearesrfo i^ee'iier again! On'! tbj irresqlailpn lingers 
death hithenvards. 

(Ho Uk«i hold br tlie lock.' -i- 'Slaging wllliia).' 

That killed me! . > ,u) UtO .TillWaM 

My father, the rogae. 

That ate me up! -> " 

My little Bitter 

Picked up the bOliea ' 

At a cool place ! '' ^ 

There 1 became a beaattfat tUtl« trood-bird. 

Fly away! fly awayt 

FAUST (opoaiug the lock). She has no Qresenti- 
meet that her lover is ilsteolng, hears the chatoi dank, 
the straw rustle. 

CHe tiitMrt>t 



' MABGXHBT (hiding Ker f.ce inlliii bed o^ itriw). 
Woe! woe! They come.' Bitter die'ailJ! / ' 

FAUST (aomy). ]E(iisli! hush! 1 come to free thee, 

MAViG^jaj&T!)' (tlirowing h«rie]f beforo him), . }£. thoQ 
art human, feel for my wretchedness. ' 

- FAUST. Yon will wake the guard by yonr cjiei} 
(He takes 1|«1^ f^C'^^t',* ^M^'Ph^® H!^^**^V ^^f*"!,*' 
)U l?^^?.^^«?Ti^»J!->«/ kP«.)h, Who.taJ'^ijen ;^9^a^ 
b^adsjn^Qy tjj^i^s. jfavvc^^oyer p»e? Yoa come, for jn9 * 
^ilst jli ijs yet n^idoig^t. Be ipercifpl and ie^.m^ live. 
U nM tg-morroyr inorniqg soon epopgh? . . 

1 am yet so yaung, so young! and am to diealreiidy.! 
I was fair, too, and that was my ipnd^ing^ My |rne- 
loye was near — he is now far away. Torn lies myjgar- 
UhA^'ScktUidh tiic ftoWers. Don't take hoid of me so 
roughly! Spare me! Wliat have I done to you? Let me 
Wrftflni^lorff iW Tainf I ftever'saw you before iii-'^iill'iiijjr 

m:,' yoxi MoWi ' ■ ■ '^•■' ''"'-•'- :•'•'' 

" I^AtrsV. - Can r epdure mi misery! ' ' ' ' '■ ' ' 
^r* M=ABB»k«EV. ^iixA noiV enrrVeV i1i tlr^ pWeW 
tbhy^' lei' Aire ' first '^ive '4tfck toHhis' clitlcr.')'! j/i-fessed it 
this whole nigl(t to m^ heart. Thcv look t^'away to 
'im'\n't;-%U no^'kfeyMknieA ii: ^Xiid rsfiiU' iever be 
happy again. They sing songs upon me! It is wickecl 
W'fee^iii!6t»le:'''-Aii* alk'dii Ms'ni, J^wh6 b'ids 'them 
•ppl^'it?-^, ' ' '''' 

• • FAU^-^iWWt liimWif Hii.'. ttfe grouk^J. '^ IoVct ||m 
at thy fett, «o imloose the bo&ki^of Wreech^iJesk.' 
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«t kneel to invoke tl^ ,9»m0. ^See, un^er these step^^ 
vnder the threshold , heU Is seething! The Evil One, 
Witb fearfut (uty, is making a din. 

irAUST pMiionaiely; Mafgaret! Margaret! 

. ■• i': ■ , ' - . 
MARGABET liiUalng. That was my true -love's 

(Sli« lipfiiigi ap. "Tli6 «ti«ift4 Till off), 
Wherd Is Iter 1 heard hihicatL I ai&'l^ef Nobody shall 
hinder me. I Wfll fly to Hli neck! lie oh Ms bosom f 
He' called Margaret ! H6 stood upon the threishbld. fn 
the midst, through the howMng and ctattertng of hell, 
through the grim, devlllsli bCofTing^ I knew the sweet, 
tho 1*6 Whg tone ^gain. , * 

'■ -tAtJST. "Tis I. • " '•••••• ■ 

MABGARET. This thoyj Ah, say Sfi oac« agaiAl 

(CUfpIiig V'«l»)» , , . 
•Tip iic? Tis he! Whither is all my ^rfitcjje.dnes.? VKl^i-v 
ther tbejRgony of the dungeon? — thec^a^ns? Tistbool 
Thou com'st to save V^^^^ I am sa^e4 ! r- "P^fit^f «gain 
ijjr^|idv ^8, the. streeit , wherp | sajv thee fof,.^i^ first 

|in)e« and.th^ c^eerCyi^ |ard^, ;iY)i^re.I .^4,!^^ftli# 
waitid for>ef. .„ . . , ,,., . ,' ... .... -. 

FAU^T* i^qviijg la ul|c .lipr «w^y^ . Cfffpe^}^./:^^ 

with me! ...,,, ,^ ;^ .« . 

^^^MAHGAPBT^ ' P)i l^t^^ tp itaj- ixJ^/^^ .M»#!» 

Stayest, (Caresdrig ,him)^ 

. FAU^r. pastej If . j;p,ii . 4p,. »ot l»JM^I|«Stpi we 
shall pay .dearly for it. , . . , i .-> 



MABOABET^ ^VWi I'tffK W nalpjigei; |il8^? So 
•IM»i^ ^ tijn&,«i!i'fX,.£roink me, npr ipvc,, and already fot- 
eot^iai .b9;V7,|)i| ;mfi! , \i;|jy.dp>I f^el.so sad upon youj 
I^lfi(?„iv|i9^, i|i:«Ch«r tii|j/B8,_ii ^^fcJieaven came over 
iii«,|rQa| KDiur WQr4»« J9ui looks; aqd you kjssed me 

•» If 'ynji we^^. goAlft? «^ »»?^*f "R,«' S!?» J?»«' ^i^ V 
IpiU kiMjOlll., .. . (She emli^Mf^ him), 

Of.vro^l y.?w Ups-ai^ «;old, T-«r« dumb;, Whw.^ve 
f^Vi left y9ur love? nba ha9 r.oJt>bed me of it? 

(She turiis from bun), 
FAUST. Come! follow me! take courage, my love. 
I will press thee to my' heart WtiH thonsandtold Warmth 
— only follow me! I ask thee but this. 

MARGARET (tarniog to him), Add IS it thoa,' tiien? 
Ailid l» it thou, ltaa«ed? • ' • .1 . . 
•r- FATJ-ST.'J 'Ti» I.' Come Uoh^!'^ - ■ *■ 

.' VMlGkARETi 'Von vnAo- my fetter, ybiatkke iftt 
to your bosom again! Hom tomes it that yoa are not 
§J^f^d ,of> me%,..4iid..d^f9^ then ^Qoir, my le^^, whom 
you arc freeing? 
.. .?'AP?'?'».i fi^«?tt(. wn<^^ tlie:.dfptb pC DigM *» »«- 
W«^ynP«?WU^g..«^'^yf;; J.. .- 
y . JiARGABEf. , Ih^^,, killed, n^ jpother, 1 hs^vf 

~^C09f nf)d ij^y ch^Ufl* . \\^, Ijt Aot beetoweA pn tbe^ an4 
ff^^ — ;0|l |h<?p, Hoo?. TU tbo^f I .tcarcely UeUeveit, 
Give me thy hand. It is no dreM|r--|tliy dear baofi^W 
bot oh, *^B damp! Wip? .Ife oC> M-f^efis 4<^ me ^s If 
Hh^ftc^ wall biqoi pnit Ot^,Ged! irha^iia^Jttbewdone? 
F«a juip thj s^ord ! I prfy.jljbeji^.lloi .; , ■ / 
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• 
'' MAll6>lftfiT. ' 56,^ yo'tt nrti«t'^cm'afn trehind. 'f will 
describe the' graves ' k'o 'ybu f-ybta'fftuSt iee"t'6*t|yeitt'**« 
firsi tiiiiig to-motrfiW: ^CUe m^ rootft<i tfe1»*Htt>Uce$ 
l-'niybiotlief *cioie''b'yj'-*-"'^^» ^«"ifttfti <«J ii«e^«ftW; 
onlf not too'- far-oirr AW^i mi«J'*n«"toA tty'*igW 
br^a8ti'"fio'"arfe ^tse' Wirt ^ t)y Wi. ' W ne'sfli? to* t by 
glii^ 1- *tiiat was a sweet, a dear delight}" llitt H WM 
ii^tr^W ihiixf;''lxpiin: rreA'iA'1ir'rWtr«'Wr€l#«erblt 
drawn to yo'u'* ' a'n<l J®" ^^'f^' llirustrng Wrotf. ' Alti 
Te^, ''t/syou; and" you 'look so good, so kind. ^ 

V ,,^ f;4 ^f.^T* ,if ypl^ fjJt^. tb?* *f»? I »!,^°"^t ^*®°f • . ; 

* MARGARET. .lQutjthe|r|i?.' , ■ .. . ; , . ,., ,[ 

_ FAUST, in<it;>efr^faii;!^.;.; ./■;;.;; j '^ " 

MARGABET. If the graved IftV^ltbonlv, if 4p*<ii:li(9l 
in wait, — then cofa)ft{<,Ue»oe Into^thei et^mat rating 
idaocv \aL96 rnfph'Aittep fa«ibeff. *-» A'hon ■rk<.unr.v>inB 
MfayA. O Hintr^Jc^ttU I lmt!f;o:M«ii; inu^.n! -• \ >. 

• • rA^ft*!*. '.Thott'Wim?^'Offl^''c«tt4cnfr''T%?e'aa*t 
stands open^ ' ' '..«'■<-'' v. -r 

'' ^AfeOAfefif*; il^dart noTfei? otA?^tbfere''ii W W« 
for me! What avails it flying? Thiy itc'-^iyftfg^ln'WW 
for -ink K-fe #5 !Mserabli^'to'nJg-UigeA'to<>fekr^''»nd. 
What m'yHtst, iVtth* kd 'ihtt ^oWscientfi; t6«i ^Itni ii» 
^Brisehkbfe to wttride^ iif a'tfrii^^^ liilAdt'-^itntt^Iiey tHll 
catifc' nie,"db <*'i-\vffK " «■ '' '''j;-*! I'J' '»••' ' -^-^ 

V -^ FAUST. I'liHa^ be Vvlih tfie^I ' " '• ''' ' * ' ' 

M A«4A»i*'n • f)u^ck;^<fAckf skve'tnypDoy chiwi 

Away ! Keep tl>«J"'t»irtft ^Ip ' bv fee ^t»6bk ~ ol*ftr tt'A 
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ilkHMk;ilWk.^o«4.se»n!y:^pk. an4 C?*tcH ^vld o(;it! it 
tK&es Ao ,?i^« !: iiMi #^»J struggling! . pUp 1 help ! 

FAUST. Be. i^aUb, I pwj! Only one step., a»d 

c. ..IIAA&A9ET. Wefe.w but past the |iUI! Thefe 
sits my mother on a stone — my brain grows chill! y 
there sits my mother on «^ stoiie, and waves, her head 
1^ asd-fiqiG^ ^herbis^koijs ^gt, she nods not, her. head 
is heavy; she slept so long, she'll w;jfce no mor^ She 
slept that tre )i|t.igl*t ..awoy^ ^urselvps. Those were 

FAUST. As no prayer, no persnaslon, is hcff^qf 
4HBy .Ikvaii,.* wHk.fJsht the bearii?« jlhce. away. . . 

liSAlKVAIlETw l«t me go ! Ito, iiind^^ no v\oimM6l 
Lar !M)t IHt^W of 'trie so murdetfous^i Time was, yon 
know, when I did all tb' pleasure y«o. ■ • ^ 

FAUST»^.,Jlie ^ay is dawning! My Ipve! my"1oTe! 

. M|t»tQA;p«T^. .D*yf Yes, it is ^^fsja^'Ht^jl, The 
ft*8t d#y. i»JNt«!l*ing,iaJ Mj weddiog-d^ it was to be! 
Tell no one that thou hadst been with Margaret al- 
ready. Woe to my garland! It is all over now! We shall 
meet again, but not at the dance. The crowd thickens; 
it is not heard. The square, the streets, cannot hold 
them. The beli" tolls r':^::^^B€nfar^^.eaks! How they 
bind and seize me! Already am I hurried off to thf 
blood-seat! Already quivering for every neck is th« 
sharp steel which quivers for mine. Dumb lies tht 
world as the grave! 

KACST. Ob that I had nerer been born! 



MUPinST. aupcMti Witiwiiu fijp! «f yo« kfV faptfb 
Vain hesfiationf tlo«ertiig afid i^t«iii8r"lly fcoiPii 
shudder; the morning Irf gloainlaig'iH>. ' '' 

MARGARET. What rls^i up from tb* '*)•»? He! 
He7 Send him awtfy! Wh«fWdiiMhe«tflw*«Vl«*Mef 

He would me! 

TAtJST. Thoa Shalt Jfve! 

WARftARET, JudgBi«rit of G^»"l }M^ ^^ 

fa.vBtflf up to ttfee.' ' ■ ■■'"'' 

'MBPHISlPOf HKMW !• FAC8T. - 

Come! ©•mo! I ^iU leare you In ^ wwap* urtA 

DCT, 

MARGARET. Thiftc am I, Futh^r! *•*• «e, 3«« 
'^•gds! Y« HolrtUl>sts» range yonsst^h-^ft row* «bout^ 
ito '£uwd me ! Hdtucj I i tremhie to look upOB the*.. 
, MEPUIST. She to judged! , . ; .( • . < . 

VOICE frbm Aho.To. Is saved! , ., 

' MiEPIJIStOPHELES W t'A'Vsr, 
BUh^r to m«! ' |[diiki»p«rt' ^h I^ATOT). 

Voice from within, Ajitig awaj* iBtai^rf Ht&ryl 
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